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PREFACE. 



The Book of Gems of Modern Poets is published 
under difficulties with which the Editor had not to 
contend in the two preceding volumes of the Work. 

However fearlessly a critic may write of those who are 
beyond the influence of his opinions, it must be other- 
wise in regard to those who are present to detect and ex- 
pose such as are erroneous. The anonymous in literature 
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VUl PllEFACE. 

may not be beneficial to it ; — at least it gives a freer 
tone : of this screen it has been impossible for the Editor 
to avail himself; and he must, consequently, rest his 
hopes of satisfying the Poets and the Public on the 
consciousness that, while he has laboured to avoid the 
semblance of presumption, he has expressed of the 
Poets and their productions exactly what he thought. 
If to have worked with the full knowledge that he had 
a delicate and an arduous task to perform, may have 
gone far in enabling him to discharge it adequately, he 
can have but little apprehension of the result. 

With scarcely an exception, he has been favoured by 
the living Poet» with memoranda for his brief bio- 
graphies ; and, with most of them, he has the honour 
to be personally acquainted. As regards facts, there- 
fore, he has gone upon sure ground ; and, as it was his 
duty to introduce into the volume only such as have 
achieved and merited fame, he trusts that his criticisms 
will be neither displeasing to them, nor unsatisfactory 
to the Public. 

He feels it necessary to apologize for having omitted 
from the list many who may be justly considered deserv- 
ing of introduction into it ; but the nature of his plan, 
and the immense expenditure necessary to complete it, 
confined him to narrower limits than he desired. He 
trusts that his Selection will not be judged in reference 
to those he has been compelled to pass over ; and that 
he will be considered as having classed among ** British 
Poets*' none who have doubtful claims to the distinction. 
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PREFACE. IX 

In selecting the Poems, he may not always have met 
the taste of his readers : upon this point he can only ob- 
serve, that he has endeavoured to extract such examples 
as might best exhibit the genius of the Poet ; and has 
taken complete poems, though short, in preference to 
detached passages from more extensive works. 

The Editor earnestly, and with some degree of con- 
fidence, hopes that his Selections from the Modern 
Poets may have the effect of directing attention to the 
sources whence they are dravm, — of increasing that 
taste for Poetry which the " scientific spirit of the age" 
has lessened, — and of adding to the circulation of the 
" Works,** by showing the enjoyment and instruction 
that may be derived from them. 

The Editor has now performed the duty he undertook 
three years ago : he has been gratified to find that his 
labours have been neither unappreciated nor unrecom- 
pensed. For the compliments he has received through 
public channels, and in private communications, from 
those whose praise is a liberal reward, he feels duly 
grateful ; and trusts that at the conclusion of his arduous 
task, they will be continued to him. 
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2 WORDSWORTH. 

William Woadiwoath, who li deicended from a fiunily of high respecUbilfty in 
Cumberland, wm born at CocJwrmouth, on the 7Ui of April, 1770. He was educated 
with his almost equally distmffuished brother,— Dr. Christopher Wordsworth,~-«t 
Hawkesworth Sehool, in Lancashire ; and was entered at St. John's, Cambridge, in 1 787, 
where he took his degree. Since the beginning of the year 1800, he has " had his 
home,** either at his present residence, Rydal Mount, Westmoreland, or within two 
miles of it,— though, as appears ftom his writings, he has made excursions both on the 
Continent and on our own Island. We can afford but small space to a Memoir of the 
Poet ;— small as it is, however, it will suffice. His life has been retired and uniform : 
he has been subjected to few trials ;— possessed of *' health, peace, and competence," 
his course has been as smooth, even, and tranquil, as that of a " silent riTer." 

Mr. Wordsworth Is above the middle sixe. His features are strongly marked ; but 
their expression is, like his poetry, contemplative rather than energetic. He has a 
calm look, and a gentle manner; his acticni is persuasive, and the tones of his voice 
peculiarly so. We have known him only amid the uncongenial scenes of a great city ; 
but have been told that, among the hills and valleys of his native Westmoreland, his 
society is as a mildly healthful breexe, and his conversation as a delicious melody, 
lie has ever been '* a Poet for Poete :" from the beginning of his career, he " pit aud- 
ience found though few ;" but his reception as a Poet fbr universal man, is of very 
recent date. His lack of popularity was owing, partly to that taste for the French 
school of poetry— which was still lingering among us from the times of Dxyden and 
Pope— and partly to the excess to which Mr. Wordsworth pushed his simplicity, as if 
in scorn of that school, which naturally enough irritated the wits and others who had 
be^n bred up in its conventional elegancies. He has since given indications of a con- 
sciousness of having gone a little too far; and they, on the other band, have grown 
complimentary : meanwhOe, he waited patiently for the turn of the tide that was to 
bear him into a crowd of devoted admirers. He knew it would come at last ; and 
went on writing, in spite of the sneers of those who either could not, or would not, 
understand him. He has lived to enjoy a large portion of his anticipated triumph ; and— 
for he is not an aged man— will probably continue with us until he finds himself the most 
popular Poet of the existing age, and second only to him who is " for all time." 

The style of Wordsworth is essentially vernacular,— at once vigorous and simple. 
He Is ever true to nature ; and, therefore, if we except Shakspeare, no writer Is so often 
quoted : passages from his poems haye become familiar as household words, and are 
perpetually called into use to give strong and apt expression to the thoughts and feel- 
ings of others. This is, perhaps, the highest compliment a Poet can receive ; it has 
been liberally paid to him even by those who know little of the rich mine of which they 
are but specimens. With him the commonest objects, — 



Dm gnu* and the pMn floldat** 
are things sacred : he has an alchymy of his own, by which he draws from them " a 
kind of quintessence ;" and, rejecting the " gross matter,** presents to us the purest 
ore. " He sees nothing loftier than human hopes,— nothing deeper than the human 
heart ;** and while he worships nature, he so painU her aspect to others, that he may 
succeed In " linking to her fair works the human soul." His poems are ftiil of beau- 
ties peculiarly their own,— of original thoughu, of fine sympathies, and of grave yet 
cheerfril wisdom. 

No man has received finer compliments from his contemporaries : the most recent, 
and not the least worthy, was paid to him by the author of «' Ion," in the course of 
a speech on the sut^ect of copyright, delivered in the House of Commons, on the 18th 
of May, 1837. '• He has supplied the noblest antidote to the freedng effecU of the 
scientific spirit of the age ; and, while he has done Justice to the poetry of greatness, 
has cast a glory around the lowest conditions of humanity, and traced out the subtle 
links by which they are connected with the highest." The following passage is from 
a pooB addressed to him, by Mrs. Hemans. 

M True bard and tuAj ! Thou art tmma u ooa 
Who, by aomm tecret gift of ktuI, or ty; 
In every tpot beneath the nnlUng tun 
Sees vhere the aprlngt of living waten he." 
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Adibu, Rydalian laurels I that have grown 
And spread as if ye knew that days might come 
When ye would shelter in a happy home, 
On this fair mount, a Poet of your own. 
One who ne'er ventured for a Delphic crown 
To sue the God ; hut, haunting your green shade 
All seasons through, is humhly pleased to hraid 
Ground-flowers, beneath your guardianship, self sown. 
Farewell ! no minstrels now with harp new-strung 
For summer wandering quit their household bowers ; 
Yet not for this wants Poesy a tongue 
To cheer the itinerant on whom she pours 
Her spirit, while he crosses lonely moors. 
Or, musing, sits forsaken halk among. 
B 2 
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IMTIMATIOKIOP IMMO&TALSTT, VEOM EBCOLLKCTIOKI OP BAKLT CHILDHOOD. 

" The child U fkther of the man ; 
And I could wish my days to be 
Bound each to each by natural piety." 

Thkre was a time when meadow, grove, and stream, 
The earth, and every common sight. 
To me did seem 
Apparelled in celestial light, 
The glory and the freshness of a dream. 
It is not now as it hath been of yore ; — 
Turn wheresoe'er I may. 
By night or day. 
The things which I have seen I now can see no more. 
The rainbow comes and goes. 
And lovely is the rose ; 
The moon doth with delight 
Look round her when the heavens are bare : 
Waters on a starry night 
Are beautiful and fair ; 
The sunshine is a glorious birth, — 
But yet I know, where'er I go. 
That there hath past away a glory from the earth. 

Now, while the birds thus sing a joyous song. 

And while the young lambs bound 

As to the tabor's sound ! 

To me alone there came a thought of grief; 

A timely utterance gave that thought relief. 

And I again am strong : 
The cataracts blow their trumpets from the steep ; 
No more shall grief of mine the season wrong ; 
I hear the echoes through the mountains throng, 
The winds come to me from the fields of sleep. 
And all the Qioth is gay : 
Land and sea 
Give themselves up to jollity. 

And with the heart of May 
Doth every beast keep holiday ; — 
Thou child of joy. 
Shout round me. let me hear thy shouts, thou happy 
Shepherd- boy I 
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Ye blessed creatures, I have heard the call 

Ye to each other make ; I see 
The heavens laugh with you in your jubilee ; 
My heart is at your festival, 
My head hath its coronal, 
The fulness of your bliss 1 feel — ^I feel it all. 
Oh, evil day ! if I were sullen 
Whfle earth herself is adorning 
This sweet May-morning, 
And the children are culling 

On every side. 
In a thousand valleys far and wide. 

Fresh flowers ; while the sim shines warm. 
And the babe leaps up on his mother's arm : — 

I hear, I hear — ^with joy I hear ! 

But there's a tree, of many one, 
A single field which I have looked upon. 
Both of them speak of something that is gone : 

The pansy at my feet 

Doth the same tale repeat : 
Whither is fled the visionary gleam ? 
Where is it now, the glory and the dream ? 

Onr birth is but a sleep and a forgetting : 
The soul that rises witii us, our life's star. 

Hath had elsewhere its setting. 
And Cometh from afar ; 

Not in entire forgetfulness. 

And not in utter nakedness. 
But trailing clouds of glory do we come 

FVom God, who is our home : 
Heaven lies about us in our infancy ! 
Shades of the prison-house begin to close 

Upon the growing boy ; 
But he beholds the light, and whence it flows. 

He sees it in his joy : 
The youth, who daily &rther from the east 

Must travel, still is Nature's priest. 

And by the vision splendid 

Is on his way attended ; 
At length the man perceives it die away, 
And fade into the tight of common day. 
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Elartli fills her lap with pleasures of her own ; 
Yearnings she hath in her own natural kind. 
And, even with something of a mother's mind. 

And no unwortjiy aim. 

The homely nurse doth all she can 
To make her foster*child, her inmate man. 

Forget the glories he hath known, 
And that imperial palace whence he came. 



Behold the chOd among his new-bom blisses, — 
A six years' darling of a pigmy size ! 
See, where 'mid work of his own hand, he lies, 
Fretted by sallies of his mother's kisses. 
With light upon him from his father's eyes ! 
See, at his feet, some little plan or chart. 
Some fragment from his dream of human life. 
Shaped by himself with newly-learned art : 

A wedding or a festival, 

A mourning or a funeral ; 

And this hath now his heart, 

And unto this he frames his song : 
Then will he fit his tongue 
To dialogues of business, love, or strife ; 

But it will not be long 

Ere this be thrown aside. 

And with new joy and pride 
The little actor cons another part, — 
Filling from time to time his ' humorous stage' 
With all the persons, down to palsied age. 
That life brings with her in her equipage ; 

As if his whole vocation 

Were endless imitation. 



Thou, whose exterior semblance doth belie 

Thy soul's immensity ; 
Thou best philosopher, who yet dost keep 
Thy heritage, thou eye among the blind. 
That, deaf and silent, read'st the eternal deep, 
Haunted for ever by the eternal mind ; — 

Mighty prophet ! Seer blest ! 

On whom those truths do rest. 
Which we are toiling all our hves to find. 
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In darkness lost, the darkness of the grave ; 
Thoa, over whom thy immortality 
Broods like the day,— a master o'er a slave,— 
A presence which is not to be put by ; 
Thou little child, yet glorious in the might 
Of heaven-bom freedom on thy being's height. 
Why with such earnest pains dost thou provoke 
The years to bring the inevitable yoke. 
Thus blindly with thy blessedness at strife ? 
Full soon thy soul shall have her earthly freight. 
And custom lie upon thee with a weight. 
Heavy as frost, and deep almost as life ! 

O joy ! that in our embers 

Is something that doth live. 

That nature yet remembers 

What was so fugitive ! 
The thought of our past years in me doth breed 
Perpetual benediction : not indeed 
For that which is most worthy to be blest ; 
Delight and liberty, the simple creed 
Of childhood, wheAer busy or at rest. 
With new-fledged hope still fluttering in his breast : — 

Not for these I raise 

The song of thanks and praise ; 
But for those obstinate questionings 
Of sense and outward things. 
Fallings from us, vanishings ; 
Blank misgivings of a creature 
Moving about in worlds not realized. 
High instincts before which our mortal nature 
Did tremble like a guilty thing surprised : 

But for those first aflfections. 

Those shadowy recollections. 
Which, be they what they may. 
Are yet the fountain light of sSl our day. 
Are yet a master light of all our seeing ; 

Uphold us, cherish, and have power to make 
Our noisy years seem moments in the being 
Of the eternal silence : truths that wake. 

To perish never ; 
Which neither listlessness, nor mad endeavour, 

Nor man nor boy. 
Nor all that is at enmity with joy. 
Can utterly abolish or destroy ! 
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Hence in a season of calm weather. 

Though inland far we be. 
Our souls have sight of that immortal sea 
Which brought us hither. 

Can in a moment travel thither. 
And see the children sport upon the shore. 
And hear the mighty waters rolling evermore. 

Then sing, ye birds ! sing, sing a joyous song ! 
And let the young lambs bound 
As to the tabor's sound ! 
We in thought will join your throng ; 

Ye that pipe, and ye that play. 
Ye that through your hearts to-day 
Feel the gladness of the May ! 
What though the nidiance which was once so bright, 
Be now for ever taken from my sight, 

Though nothing can bring back the hour 
Of splendour in the grass, of glory in the flower ; 
We will grieve not, — ^rather find 
Strength in what remains behind ; 
In the primal sympathy 
Which having been, must ever be ; 
In the soothing thoughts that spring 
Out of human suffering ; 
In the faith that looks through death, — 
In years that bring the philosophic mind. 
And O, ye fountains, meadows, hills, and groves. 
Forebode not any severing of our loves ! 
Yet in my heart of hearts I feel your might ; 
I only have relinquished one delight 
To live beneath your more habitual sway. 
I love the brooks, which down their channels fret. 
Even more than when I tripped lightly as they ; 
The innocent brightness of a new-bom day 

Is lovely yet ; 
The clouds that gather round the setting sun 
Do take a sober colouring from an eye 
That hath kept watch o'er man's mortality : 
Another race hath been, and other palms are won. 
Thanks to the human heart by which we live. 
Thanks to its tenderness, its joys, and fears, — 
To me the meanest flower that blows can give 
Thoughts that do often lie too deep for tears. 
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LUCY. 



Thrbk yean she g^rew in sun and shower^ 
Then Nature said, " A lovelier flower 

On eartih was never sown ; 
This child I to myself will take, — 
She shall be mine, and I will make 

A lady of my own. 

Myself wiU to my darling be 

Both law and impulse ; and with me 

The girl, in rock and plain. 
In earth and heaven, in glade and bower. 
Shall feel an overseeing power. 

To kindle or restrain. 

She shall be sportive as the fawn, 
That wild with glee across the lawn. 

Or up the mountain springs ; 
And hers shall be the breathing balm, — 
And hers the silence and the calm 

Of mute insensate things. 

The floating clouds their state shall lend 
To her, — ^for her the willow bend ; 

Nor shall she fail to see 
Even in the motions of the storm, 
Grace that shall mould the maiden's form, 

By silent sympathy. 

The stars of midnight shall be dear 
To her ; and she shall lean her ear 

In many a secret place. 
Where rivulets dance their wayward round, 
And beauty, bom of murmuring sound,. 

Shall pass into her face. 

And vital feelings of delight 

Shall rear her form to stately height. 

Her virgin bosom swell ; 
Such thoughts to Lucy I will give, 
While she and I together live 

Here in this hi^py dell." 
o 
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ThuB Nature spake, — ^the work was done ; 
How soon my Lucy's race was run ! 

She died, — and left to me 
This heath, this calm and quiet scene ; 
The memory of what has heen. 

And never more will be ! 



SCORK NOT THE BONNET. 



Scorn not the Sonnet ; Critic, you have frowned. 
Mindless of its just honours ; with this key 
Shakspeare unlocked his heart ; the melody 
Of this small lute gave ease to Petrarch's wound ; 
A thousand times this pipe did Tasso sound ; 
With it Camoens soothed an exile's grief; 
The Sonnet glittered a gay myrtle-leaf 
Amid the cypress with which Dante crowned 
His visionary brow ; a glow-worm lamp. 
It cheered mild Spenser, called from fiaery-land 
To struggle through dark ways; and when a damp 
Fell round the path of Milton, in his hand 
The Thing became a trumpet, whence he blew 
Soul-animating strains, — alas, too few. 



IT 18 ▲ BEAUTEOUS EVKNIHO. 



It is a beauteous evening, calm and free ; 

The holy time is quiet as a nun 

Breathless with adoration ; the broad sun 

Is sinking down in its tranquillity ; 

The genUeness of heaven is on the sea ; 

Listen ! — the mighty Being is awake. 

And doth with his eternal motion make 

A sound like thunder— -everlastingly. 

Dear child ! dear girl ! that walkest with me here. 

If thou appear'st untouch'd by solemn thought. 

Thy nature is not, therefore, less divine ; 

Thou liest in Abraham's bosom all the year, 

And worship'st at the temple's inner slu-ine, 

God being with thee when we know it not. 
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THB WOaU» If TOO UVCH WITH 08. 

Thb world i8 too much with us ; late and soon. 
Getting and spending, we lay waste our powers ; 
little we see in Nature that is ours ; 
We have given our hearts away, a sordid boon ! 
This Sea that bares her bosom to the moon ; 
The winds that wiU be howling at all hours. 
And are up-gathered now like sleeping flowers ; 
For this, for every thing, we are out of tune ; 
It moves us not. Great God ! I'd rather be 
A Pagan, suckled in a creed outworn ; 
So might I, standing on this pleasant lea. 
Have glimpses that would make me less forlorn ; 
Have sight of Proteus rising from the sea ; 
Or hear old Triton blow his wreathM horn. 



LONDOM, 1802. 



Milton ! thou shouldst be living at this hour ; 
Ekigland hath need of thee ; she is a fen 
Of stagnant waters ; altar^ i^wprd, and pen. 
Fireside, the heroic wealth of hall and bower. 
Have forfeited their ancient English dower 
Of inward happiness. We are selfish men : 
Oh ! raise us up, return to us again ; 
And give us manners, virtue, freedom, power. 
Thy soul was like a Star, and dwelt apart ; 
Thou hadst a voice whose sound was like the sea; 
Pure as the naked heavens — majestic, free. 
So didst thou travel on life's common way 
In cheerful godliness ; and yet thy heart 
The lowliest duties on herself did lay. 



COMPOIKD UPON WESTMXNSTXK BRIDOB. 

Earth has not any thing to show more fair : 
Dull would he be of soul who could pass by 
A sight so touching in its majesty : 
This City now doth, like a garment, wear 
c2 



Digiti 



ized by Google 



12 WORDSWORTH. 

The beauty of the morning ; silent, bare. 
Ships, towers, domes, theatres, and temples lie 
Open unto the fields, and to the sky, — 
All bright and glittering in the smokeless air. 
Never did sun more beautifully steep 
In his first splendour, valley, rock, or hill ; 
Ne'er saw I, never felt, a calm so deep ! 
The river glideth at his own sweet will : 
Dear God ! the very houses seem asleep ; 
And all that mighty heart is lying stiU ! 



GREAT MEN. 



Grbat men have been among us ; hands that penned 

And tongues that uttered wisdom — better none : 

The later Sidney, Marvel, Harrington, 

Young Vane, and others who called Milton friend. 

These moralists could act and comprehend : 

They knew how genuine glory was put on ; 

Taught us how rightfully a nation shone 

In splendour ; what strength was, that would not bend 

But in magnanimous meekness. France, 'tis strange. 

Hath brought forth no such souls as we had then. 

Perpetual emptiness ! unceasing change ! 

No single volume paramount, no code. 

No master spirit, no determined road ; 

But equally a want of books and men ! 



TO A SKY-LARK. 



Ethbrbal minstrel ! pOgrim of the sky ! 
Dost thou despise the earth where cares abound } 
Or, while the wings aspire, are heart and eye 
Both with thy nest upon the dewy ground ? 
Thy nest, wluch thou canst drop into at will. 
Those quivering wings composed, that music still ! 
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To the last point of vision, and beyond, 

Moant, daring warbler ! — that love-prompted strain 

(Twixt thee and thine a never-failing bond) 

Thrills not the less the bosom of the plain : 

Yet might'st thou seem, proud privilege ! to sing 

All independent of the leafy spring. 

Leave to the nightingale her shady wood, — 

A privacy of glorious light is thine ; 

Whence thou dost pour upon the world a flood 

Of harmony, with instinct more divine : 

Type of the wise who soar, but never roam ; 

True to the kindred points of Heaven and Home ! 



SHE DWELT AMONG THB UNTRODDBN WAYS. 

Shk dwelt among the untrodden ways 

Beside the springs of Dove, 
A maid, whom there were none to praise. 

And very few to love : 

A violet by a mossy stone 

Half hidden from the eye ! 
Fair as a star, when only one 

Is shining in the sky. 

She lived unknown, — and few could know 

When Lucy ceased to be ; 
But she is in her grave, and, oh. 

The difference to me ! 
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except caaes where they are mixed ap with pubUahed wrltinga which influence, and 
are designed to influence, the universal mind. Many of the Poems of Lord Byron have 
a dangerous tendency: they are calculated to remove the hideous features of Vice, and 
present it, if not in a tempting, at least in a natural and pardonable light. Whether 
it was a genuine sentiment, or a gross aflTectatlon, it matters not ; but it was the Se- 
quent boast of the Poet, that he scorned and hated human kind; and out of this feel- 
ing, or this pretension, grew his labours to corrupt it. It was not alone against thivos 
held sacred by society, that his spleen and venom were directed: he strove to render 
odious some of the best and purest men that have ever lived ; and his attacks were not 
the momentary ebullitions of dislike, but the produce of deep and settled hatred,— 
the more bitter in proportion as the cause was small. To the various circumstances 
that are said to have warped his mind, we cannot here refer. We perform an im- 
perative duty, in a work which must find its way among the young and enthusiastic, 
when we warn the reader of his exquisite poetry, that danger lurks under the leaves. 
The Poems of Byron will live, as he had a right to anticipate they would, '* with his 
land's language." The amasing power he possessed of searching into and pourtraying 
character, — ^his prodigious skiU in versification, — ^his fine perceptiob of the sublime 
and beautify in nature,*his graceful and unforced wit,— his deep readings of human 
passion,— his accurate knowledge of the secret movements of the heart,— were so many 
keys to his wonderftil and universal success *. 

* Of Q*» way bBMitiftil editfcmi of Byroa** worka which Mr. Murray bM pnhHriiwfl, tha liit. In oo« 
nAunm, !■ the hum coniptoce aadvdBinible. It it an exquWta •pactitwn of lypo^raphy. 
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BYRON. 

INSCRIPTION ON THB MONUMENT OP A DOO. 

When some proud son of man returns to earth. 
Unknown to glory, but upheld by birth. 
The sculptor's art exhausts the pomp of woe^ 
And storied urns record who rests below ; 
When all is done, upon the tomb is seen. 
Not what he was^ but what he should have been : 
But the poor dog, in life the firmest friend. 
The first to welcome, foremost to defend. 
Whose honest heart is still his master's own. 
Who labours, fights, lives, breathes for him alone, 
Unhonour'd falls, unnoticed aU his worth. 
Denied in heaven the soul he held on earth : 
While man, vain insect! hopes to be forgiven, 
And claims himself a sole exclusive heaven. 
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Oh, man ! thoa feeble tenant of an honr^ 

Debas'd by slavery, or corrupt by power. 

Who knows thee well must quit thee with disgust. 

Degraded mass of animated dust ! 

Thy love is lust, thy friendship all a cheat. 

Thy smiles hypocrisy, thy words deceit ! 

By nature vile, ennobled but by name, 

Each. kindred brute might bid thee blush for shame. 

Ye ! who perchance behold this simple urn. 

Pass on, — ^it honours none yon wish to mourn : 

To mark a friend's remains these stones arise ; 

I never knew but one, — and here he lies. 



THE DREAM. 



Our life is twofold : sleep hath its own world, 
A boundary between the things misnamed 
Death and existence ; sleep hath its own world. 
And a wide realm of wild reality. 
And dreams in their development have breath. 
And tears, and tortures, and the touch of joy : 
They leave a weight upon our waking thoughts. 
They take a weight from off our waking toUs, 
' They do divide our being ; they become 
A portion of ourselves as of our time. 
And look like heralds of eternity : 
They pass like spirits of the past, — ^they speak 
Like sybils of the future ; they have power — 
The t^^nny of pleasure and of pain ; 
They make us what we were not — ^what they will. 
And shake us with the vision that's gone by, — 
The dread of vanish'd shadows. Are they so ? 
Is not the past all shadow ? What are they ? 
Creations of the mind ? The mind can msike 
Substance, and people planets of its own 
With beings brighter than have been, — and give 
A breath to forms which can outlive all flesh. 
I would recal a vision which I dream'd 
Perchance in sleep, — ^for in itself a thought, 
A slumbering thought, is capable of years. 
And curdles a long life into one hour. 
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I saw two beings in the hues of youth 
Standing upon a hill* fi. gentle hill. 
Green and of mild declivity, — ^the last 
As 'twere the cape of a long ridge of such. 
Save that there was no sea to lave its base. 
But a most living landscape, and the wave 
Of woods and corn-fields, and the abodes of men 
Scattered at intervals, and wreathing smoke 
Arising from such rustic roofs ; the hill 
Was crown'd with a peculiar diadem 
Of trees, in circular array, so fix'd, — 
Not by the sport of nature, but of man : 
These two« a maiden and a youth, were there 
Gazing ; the one, on all that was beneath — 
Fair as herself — ^but the boy gazed on her : 
And both were young, and one was beautiful ; 
And both were young, yet not alike in youth. 
As the sweet moon on the horizon's verge. 
The maid was on the eve of womanhood ; — 
The boy had fewer summers, but his heart 
Had fiEU" outgrown his years ; and, to his eye. 
There was but one beloved face on earth — 
And that was shining on him : he had look'd 
Upon it till it could not pass away ; 
He had no breath, no being, but in hers : 
She was his voice ; — ^he did not speak to her. 
But trembled on her words : she was his sight. 
For his eye foUow'd hers, and saw with hers. 
Which colour'd all his objects ; — he had ceased 
To live within himself : she was his life, — 
The ocean to the river of his thoughts. 
Which terminated all ! upon a tone, 
A touch of hers, his blood would ebb and flow. 
And his cheek change tempestuously;— his heart 
Unknowing of its cause of agony. 
But she in these fond feelings had no share : 
Her sighs were not for him ! to her he was 
Even as a brother, — ^but no more : 'twas much. 
For brotherless she was, save in the name 
Her infant friendship had bestow'd on him ; 
Herself the sohtary scion left 
Of a time-hononr'd race. It was a name 
Which pleased him, and yet pleased him not, — and why ? 
Time taught him a deep answer — when she loved 

o 
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Another ! even now sbe loved another ; 
And on the summit of that hill &he stood 
Looking afar, if yet her lover's steed 
Kept pace with her expectancy, and flew. 

A change came o'er the spirit of my dream. 
Tliere was an ancient mansion, and before 
Its walls there was a steed caparison'd ; 
Within an antique oratory stood 
The boy of whom I spake ; — ^he was alone. 
And psJe, and pacing to and fro : anon 
He sate him down, and seized a pen, and traced 
Words which I could not guess of; then he lean'd 
His bow'd head on his hands, and shook as 'twere 
With a convulsion, — then arose again. 
And, with his teeth and quivering hands, did tear 
What he had written ; but he shed no tears. 
And he did calm himself, and fix his brow 
Into a kind of quiet : as he paused 
The lady of his love re-entered there ; 
She was serene and smiling then, — and yet 
She knew she was by him beloved ! she knew. 
For quickly Comes such knowledge, that his heart 
Was darken'd with her shadow ; and she saw 
That he was wretched, — ^but she saw not all. 
He rose, and, with a cold and gentle grasp. 
He took her hand ; a moment o'er his face 
A tablet of unutterable thoughts 
Was traced, — and then it faded as it came : 
He dropp'd the hand he held, and with slow steps 
Retired, — ^but not as bidding her adieu ; 
For they did part with mutual smiles : he pass'd 
From out the massy gate of that old hall. 
And mounting on his steed* he went his way. 
And ne'er repass'd that hoary threshold more ! 

A change came o'er the spirit of my dream. 
The boy was sprung to manhood : in the wilds 
Of fiery climes he made himself a home. 
And his soul drank their sunbeams ; he was girt 
With strange and dusky aspects ; he was not 
Himself like what he had been : on the sea 
And on the shore he was a wanderer ! 
There was a mass of many images 
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Crowded like waves upon me ; but he was 
A part of aU, — and in the last he lay 
Reposing from the noontide sultriness, 
Ck)uch'd among fallen oolunms, in the shade 
Of rnin'd walls that had survived the names 
Of those who rear'd them : by his sleeping side 
Stood camels grazing, and some goodly steeds 
Were fasten'd near a fountain ; and a man» 
Clad in a flowing garb, did watch the while. 
While many of his tribe slumber'd around ; 
And they were canopied by the blue sky — 
So cloudless, clear, and purely beautiful, 
That God alone was to be seen in heaven. 

A change came o'er the spirit of my dream. 
The lady of his love was wed with one 
Who did not love her better : in her home, 
A thousand leagues from his, — ^her native home. 
She dwelt, begirt with growing infancy. 
Daughters and sons of beauty, — ^but, behold ! 
Upon her face there was the tint of grief. 
The settled shadow of an inward strife, 
And an unquiet drooping of the eye. 
As if its lid were charged with unshed tears. 
What could her grief be ? — she had all she loved ; 
And he who had so loved her was not there 
To trouble with bad hopes, or evU wish. 
Or ill-repress'd affliction, her pure thoughts. 
What could her grief be ? — she had loved him not. 
Nor given him cause to deem himself beloved ; 
Nor could he be a part of that which prey'd 
Upon her mind, — a spectre of the past. 

A change came o'er the spirit of my dream. 
The wanderer was retum'd. I saw him stand 
Before an altar, with a gentle bride : 
Her face was fbir, — ^but was not that which made 
The starlight of his boyhood ! as he stood 
Even at the altar, o'er his brow there canje 
The selfsame aspect, and the quivering shock 
That in the antique oratory shook 
His bosom in its solitude ; and then. 
As in that hour, a moment o'er his hce 
The tablet of unutterable thoughts 
d2 
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Was traced, — and then it faded as it came ; 

And he stood cahn and quiet, and he spoke 

The fitting vows, — but heard not his own words ; 

And all things reel'd around him ! he could see 

Not that which was, nor that which should have been ; 

But the old mansion, and the accustom'd hall. 

And the remember'd chambers, and the place. 

The day, the hour, the sunshine, and the shade, — 

All things pertaining to that place and hour. 

And her who was hu destiny came back. 

And thrust themselves between him and the light : 

What business had they there at such a time ? 

A change came o'er the spirit of my dream. 
The lady of his love,— oh ! she was changed 
As by the sickness of the soul : her mind 
Had wandered from its dwelling, and her eyes, — 
They had not their own lustre, but the look 
Which is not of the earth : she was become 
The queen of a fantastic realm ; her thoughts 
Were combinations of disjointed things ; 
And forms — ^impalpable and unperceived 
Of others' sight — familiar were to hers. 
And this the world calls frenzy ! but the wise 
Have a far deeper madness ; and the glance 
Of melancholy is a fearful gift : 
What is it but the telescope of truth ? 
Which strips the distance of its phantasies. 
And brings life near in utter nakedness. 
Making the cold reality too real ! 

A change came o'er the spirit of my dream. 
The wanderer was alone as heretofore ; 
The beings which surrounded him were gone. 
Or were at war with him ! he was a mark 
For blight and desolatioUj — compass'd round 
With hatred and contention : pain was mix'd 
In all which was served up to him, until. 
Like to the Pontic monarch of old days. 
He fed on poisons, and they had no power, — 
But were a kind of nutriment : he lived 
Through that which had been death to many men. 
And made him friends of mountains ! with the stars 
And the quick spirit of the universe 
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He hdd his dialogues ; and they did teach 
To him the magic of their mysteries : 
To him the book of night was open'd wide. 
And voices from the deep abyss reveal'd 
A marvel and a secret, — Be it so. 

My dream was past : it had no further change. 
It was of a strange order, that the doom 
Of these two creatures should be thus traced out 
Almost like a reality : the one 
To end in madness, — both in misery ! 



FAREWELL ! 



Farewell I if ever fondest prayer 

For others' weal avail' d on high. 
Mine will not all be lost in air — 

But waft thy name beyond the sky. 
'Twere vain to speak, to weep, to sigh : 

Oh! more than tears of blood can tell. 
When wrung from guilt's expiring eye. 

Are in that word — Farewell ! Farewell ! 

These lips are mute, these eyes are dry ; 

But in my breast, and in my brain. 
Awake the pangs that pass not by. 

The thought that ne'er shall sleep again. 
My soul nor deigns, nor dares complain. 

Though grief and passion there rebel ; 
1 only know we loved in vain, — 

I only fed — Farewell ! Farewell I 
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His politleal opponents lutve tendered evidence to the estlinaUe eharaoter of both hit 
head and heart. One of the harBhett arrafgnen of what he calls the inconsistency of 
Dr. Southey— as if that were inconsistency which induces to le«Te a path after it Is 
known to be the wtoiig one-~states, that " in all the relations and charities of private 
life, he is oonect, ezemplaiy, generous, Just." He is one of the leading critics of the 
age ; and, although there is abundant proof of his generous lesl in aiding young talont, 
there has never attached to him the suspicion of depcessing it. The career of Southey 
is the best answer to the absurd, but too generally received opinion, that a critic is of ' 
necessity acrtmonions or uqjust. 

Of late years, the prose of Southey has been preferred to his poetry. It rarely hap- 
pens that there is a preference without a disparagement. No Poet in the present or 
the past century, has written three such poems as Thalaba, Kehama, and Roderic. 
Others have more excelled in nnLiKSATXve what they find before them in lilb; but 
none have given such prooCi of extraordinary power in ens ati««. He has been called 
dlAise, beoause there is a spaciousness and amplitude about his poetry—HM if conoen- 
tratlon was the highest quality of a writer. He lays all his thoughu before us ; but 
they never rush ibrth tumultuously. He excels in unity of design and congruity of 
chaxaeter ; and never did Poet more adequately express heroic fortitude, and generous 
ailbctions. He has not, however, limited his pen to grand paintings of epic character. 
Among his shorter productions will be found some light and graceful sketches, ftill of 
beauty and feeling, and not the less valuable because they invariably aim atpranoting 
virtue. 
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SOUTHEY. 



I MARvsL not, O Sun ! that unto thee 
In adoration man should bow the knee. 

And poor his prayers of mingled awe and love ; 
For like a God thou art, and on thy way 
Of glory sheddest with benignant ray. 

Beauty, and life, and joyance from above. 

No longer let these mists thy radiance shroud, — 
These cold raw mists that chill the comfortless day ; 
But shed thy splendour through the opening cloud 

And cheer the earth once more. The languid flowers 
Lie odourless, bent down with heavy rain. 

Earth asks thy presence, saturate with showers ! 
O lord of light ! put forth thy beams again. 

For damp and cheerless are the gloomy hours. 
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REMEMBRANCE. 

Man hatli a weary pilgrimage 

As through the world he wends. 

On every stage from youtli to age 

StiU discontent attends ; 

With heaviness he casts his eye 

Upon the road hefore» 

And still rememhers with a sigh 

The days that are no more. 

To school the little exile goes, 

Tom from his mother's anhs» — 

What then shall l^oothe his earliest woes. 

When novelty hath lost its charms ? 

Condemn'd to suffer through the day 

Restraints which no rews^s repay. 

And cares where love has no concern : 

Hope lengthens as she counts the hours 

Before his wish'd return. 

From hard controul and tyrant rules. 

The unfeeling discipline of schools. 

In thought he loves to roam. 
And tears will struggle in his eye 
While he rememhers with a sigh 
. The comforts of hia home. 

Youth comes ; the toils and cares of life 

Torment the restless mind ; 

Where shall the tired and harass'd heart 

Its consolation find ? 

Then is not Youth, as Fancy tells. 

Life's summer prime of joy ? 

Ah no ! for hopes too long delay'd. 

And feelings hlasted or hetray'd, 

The fahled hliss destroy ; 

And Youth remembers with a sigh 

The careless days of Infancy. • 

Maturer Manhood now arrives. 

And other thoughts come on. 

But with the baseless hopes of Youth 

Its generous warmth is gone ; 
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Cold calculating cares succeed. 
The timid thought, the wary deed. 

The dull realities of truth ; 

Back on the past he turns his eye ; 

Remembering with an envioufi sigh 

The happy dreams of Youth. 

So reaches he the latter stage 
Of this our mortal pilgrimage, | 

With feeble step and slow ; 

New ills that latter stage await. 

And old Experience learns too late 

Tlxat all is vanity below. 

Life's vain delusions are gone by, 

Its idle hopes are o'er. 

Yet Age remembers with a sigh 

The days that are no more. 



Passing across a green and lonely lane 

A funeral met our view. It was not here 

A sight of every day, as in the streets 

Of some great city, and we stopt and ask'd 

Whom they were bearing to the grave. A girl. 

They answer'd, of th^ village, who had pined 

Through the long course of eighteen painful months 

With such slow wasting, that the hour of death 

Came welcome to her. We pursued our way 

To the house of mirth, and with that idle talk 

Which passes o'er the mind and is forgot. 

We wore away the time. But it was eve 

When homewardly I went, and in the air 

Was that cool freshness, that discolouring shade 

Which makes the eye turn inward : hearing then 

Over the vale the heavy toll of death 

Sound slow, it made me think upon the dead ; 

I question'd more, and learnt her mournful tale. 

She bore unhusbanded a mother's pains. 

And he who should have cherish'd her, far off 

Sail'd on the seas. Left thus a wretched one. 

Scorn made a mock of her, and evil tongues 

E 
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Were bnsy with her name. She had to hear 
The sharper sorrow of neglect from him 
Whom she had loved 00 dearly. Once he wrote. 
But only once that drop of comfort came 
• To mingle with her cup of wretchedness ; 

And when his parents had some tidings from him. 

There was no mention of poor Hannah there. 

Or 'twas the cold inquiry, more unkind 

Than silence. So she pined and pined away. 

And for herself and hahy toil'd and toil'd ; 

Nor did she, even on her death-hed, rest 

From lahour, knitting there with lifted arms, 

Till she sunk with very weakness. Her old mother 

Omitted no kind office, working for her. 

Albeit her hardest labour barely eam'd 

Enough to keep life struggling, and prolong 

The pains of grief and sickness. Thus she lay 

On the sick bed of poverty, worn out 

With her long su£fmng and those painfol thoughts 

Which at her heart were rankling, and so weak. 

That she could make no efibrt to express 

Affection for her infieuit ; and the child. 

Whose lisping love perhaps had solaced her, 

Shunn'd her as one indifferent. But she too 

Had grown indifferent to all things of earth ; 

Finding her only comfort in the thought 

Of that cold bed wherein the wretched rest. 

There had she now, in that last home been laid. 

And all was over now, — sickness and gprief. 

Her shame, her suffering, and her penitence : 

Their work was done. The school-boys as they sport 

In the church-yard, for awhile might turn away 

From the fresh grave till grass should cover it ; 

Nature would do that office soon ; and none 

Who trod upon the senseless turf would think 

Of what a world of woes lay buried there ! 



THE EBB TIDE. 



Slowly thy flowing tide 
Came in, old Avon ! scarcely did mine eyes, 
As watchfully I roam'd thy green-wood side. 

Behold the gentle rise. 
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With many a stroke aad strong 
The labooring hoatmen upward phed fiieir oars, 
And yet the eye beheld them labouring long 

Between thy winding shores. 

Now down thine ebbing tide 
The unlabour'd boat fells rapicfiy along ; 
The solitary helmsman sits to guide. 

And sings an idle song. 

Now o'er the rocks tliat lay 
So silent late the shallow current roars ; 
Fast flow thy waters on their sea-ward way. 

Through wider-spreading shores. 

Avon ! I gaze and know 
The lesson emblem'd in thy varying way ; 
It speaks of human joys that rise so slow. 

So rapidly decay. 

Kingdoms which long have stood. 
And slow to strength and power attained at last. 
Thus from the summit of high fortune's flood 

EbbJto their ruin fast. 



Thus like thy flow appears 
Time's tardy course to manhood's envied stage ; 
Alas ! how hurryingly the ebbing years 

Then hasten to old age ! 



THB VICTORY. 



Hark,— how the church bells* thundering harmony 
Stuns the glad ear ! tidings of joy have come, — 
Good tidings of great joy ! two gallant ships 
Met on the element ; — ^they met, they fought 
A desperate fight I — ^good tidings of great joy J 
Old England triumph'd ! — ^yet another day 
Of glory for the ruler of the waves ! 
b2 



Digiti 



ized by Google 



28 SOUTHBT. 

For those who feU, 'twas in their country's cause. 
They have their passing paragraphs of praise. 
And are forgotten ! 

There was one who died 
In that day's glory, whose ohscurer name 
No proud historian's page will chronicle. 
Peace to his honest soul ! I read hi» name, — 
'Twas in the list of slaughter, and hlest God 
The sound was not familiar to mine ear. 
But it was told me, after, that this man 
Was one whom lawful violence had forced 
From his own home, and wife, and little ones. 
Who by his labour lived ; that he was one 
Whose uncorrupted heart could keenly feel 
A husband's love, — a father's anxiousness ; 
That, from the wages of his toil, he fed 
The distant dear ones, and would talk of them 
At midnight, when he trod the silent deck 
With him he valued ; — ^talk of them, of joys 
Which he had known,— oh God ! and of the hour 
When they should meet again, till his full heart, 
His manly heart, at last would overflow — 
Even like a child's — ^with very tenderness. 
Peace to his honest spirit ! suddenly 
It came, and merciful the ball of death, — 
For it came suddenly and shatter'd him. 
And left no moment's agonizing thought 
On those he loved so well. 

He, ocean deep. 
Now lies at rest. Be Thou her comforter 
Who art the tfldow's friend ! Man does not know 
What a cold sickness made her blood run back 
When first she heard the tidings of the fight : 
Man does not know with what a dreadful hope 
She listened to the names of those who died : 
' Man does not know,— or, knowing, will not heed, — 
With what an agony of tenderness 
She gazed upon her children, and beheld 
His image who was gone. O God ! be Thou, 
Who art the widow's friend, her comforter ! 
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THE BATTLE OP BLENHEIM. 

It was a sammer evening. 

Old Kaspar's work was done, 
And he before his cottage door 

Was sitting in the sun. 
And hy him sported on the g^reen 
His little grandchild Wilhelmine. 

She saw her brother Peterkin 
RoU something large and round. 

Which he beside the rivulet 
In playing there had found ; 

He came to ask what he had found. 

That was so large, and smooth, and round. 

Old Kaspar took it from the boy. 

Who stood expectant by ; 
And then the old man shook his head. 

And with a natural sigh, 
" "TiB some poor fellow's scull," said he, 
" Who fell in the great victory." 

** I find them in the garden, 
" For there's many here about ; 

" And often when I go to plough, 
*' The ploughshare turns them out ! 

" For many thousand men," said he, 

•* Were slain in that great victory." 

" Now tell us what 'twas all about," 

Young Peterkin he cries i 
While little Wilhelmine looks up» 

With wonder- waiting eyes ; 
" Now tell us all about the war, 

" And what they kill'd each other for." 

** It was the English," Kaspar cried, 
" Who put the French to rout ; 

** But what they kiU'd each other for, 
'* I could not well make out. 

•* But every body said," quoth he, 

** That 'twas a famous victory. 
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" My father lived at Blenheim then, 
" Yon little stream hard hy ; 

** They hmnt his dwelling to tiie ground, 
" And he was forced to fly ; 

" So with his wife and child he fled, 

** Nor had he where to rest his head. 

" With fire and sword the country found 
" Was wasted far and wide ; 

'* And many a childing mother then, 
" And new-horn bahy died ; 

" But things like that, you know, must be 

" At every feonous victory. 

" They say it was a shocking sight 
" Aiter the field was won ; 

'* For many thousand bodies here 
" Lay rotting in the sun ; 

*' But diings like that, you know, must be 

" After a fiunous victory. 

" Great praise the Duke of Marlbro' won» 
" And our good prince Eugene." 

*• Why, 'twas a very wicked thing !" 
Said little Wilhelmine. 

•* Nay — nay — ^my little girl," quoth he, 

" It was a famous victory. 

" And every body prais'd the Duke 
" Who this great fight did win." 

*' But what good came of it at last ?" 
Quoth little Feterkin. 

" Why, that I cannot tell," said he, 

" But 'twas a fiimous victory." 



Thou wert out betimes, thou busy, busy Bee ! 

As abroad I took my early way. 

Before the cow from her resting-place 

Had risen up and left her trace 

On the meadow, with dew so grey, 

Saw I thee, thou busy, busy Bee. 
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Thon wert working late, thou busy, busy Bee ! 

After the faU of tiie Cistus flower ; 

When the Primrose of evening was ready to burst, 

I heard thee last, as I saw thee first ; 

In the silence of the evening hour. 

Heard I thee, thou busy, busy Bee. 

Tht)u art a miser, thou busy, busy Bee ! 

Late and early at employ ; 

StiU on thy golden stores intent. 

Thy summer in heaping and hoarding is spent 

What thy winter will never enjoy ; 
Wise lesson this for me, thou busy, busy Bee ! 

Little dost thou think, thou busy, busy Bee ! 

What is the end of thy toil. 

When the latest flowers of the ivy are gone, 

And all thy work for the year is done, 

Thy master comes for the spoil : 

Woe then for thee, thou busy, busy Bee ! 



O God ! have mercy in this dreadful hour 
On the poor mariner ! in comfort here 
Safe shelter 'd as I am, I almost fear 

The blast that rages with resistless power. 
What were it now to toss upon the waves. 

The madden'd waves, and know no succour near ; 

The howling of the storm alone to hear. 
And the wild sea that to the tempest raves : 

To gaze amid the horrors of the night. 

And only see the billow's gleaming light ; 
And in the dread of death to think of her. 

Who, as she listens, sleepless, to the gale. 

Puts up a silent prayer and waxes pale ? 
O God ! have mercy on the mariner ! 
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Thomas Moore was bora in Dublin, on the 28th of May, 1780. At the age of four- 
teen, he entered the Univenity of his native city, where he took his degree. In 1799, 
he became a member of the Middle Temple, and was called to the bar. Before ho had 
completed his twentieth year, he published his Translations of the Odes of Anacreon ; 
and, at once, " became famous." The work was dedicated to the Prince of Wales.— 
and led to an introduction to his royal highness, and a subsequent intimacy of which a 
variety of anecdotes are related ; but that it terminated dlsadvantageously for both, we 
have unquestionable proof in the pages of some of the Poet's later writings. In 1803, 
Mr. Moore obtained an ofQcial situation at Bermuda; he filled it but for a short period, 
and returned to England. In 1806, he published the " Odes and Epistles ;" in 1808, 
Poems, under the assumed name of Thomas Little; in 1817, Lallah Rookh; and in 
1823, the Loves of the Angels. Besides these Poems, Mr. Moore has printed a variety 
of light political squibs,— the value of which naturally ceased with the topics that 
called them forth. 

Mr. Moore resides in the vicinity of Bowood,— the seat of his fdend Lord Lans- 
downe, near Calne. He has preferred retirement to celebrity— except that which the 
Muses have so lavishly bestowed upon him ; and resists all attempts to lure him into 
the arena of public life. It will be readily believed that he is the idol of the dnde in 
which he moves. A finer gentleman, in the better sense of the term, is no where to be 
found : his learning is not only extensive, but sound ; and he is pre-eminent for those 
qualities which attract and charm in society. His voice though not of large compass, 
is wonderfully sweet and effective, and he is a good musician ; — ^to hear him sing one 
of his own melodies, is, indeed, a rich treat. In person he is " Little,'* and the expres- 
sion of his countenance is rather Joyous than dignified; there is, however, a peculiar 
kindliness in his look and manner which in no way detracts flrom the enthusUsm his 
presence cannot fail to excite. 

It is scarcely necessary to comment on the poetry of Thomas Moore. It has been 
more extensively read than that of any existing author; those who might not have 
sought it otherwise, have become famUIar with it through the medium of the delicious 
music to which it has been wedded ; and it would be difficult to find a single indivi- 
dual In Great Britain unable to repeat some of his verses. No writer, living or dead, 
has enjoyed a popularity so universal : and if an authoi's position Is to depend on the 
delight he produces, we must class the author of " Lallah Rookh," and the " Irish 
Melodies," as " chiefest of the Bards" of modern times. His poetry, however, is defi- 
cient in those higher and more enduring materials which form the ground-work of 
imperishable fame. Its leading attribute is grace. The Poet rarely attempts, and 
more rarely succeeds, in fathoming the depths of the human heart, and laying open 
the rich vein that has been hidden by the dull quarry : hb is always brilliant, but sel- 
dom powerftil ; he is an epicurean in poetry, and turns away tnm all objects which do 
not yield enjoyment. His fancy is perpetually at play ;— things which please the senses 
are more contemplated than those which excite or controul the passions ; and while he 

M Utm in a txicbt UtUe world of hU own'*— 

we must not mistake the daazUng and brilliant light which surrounds him, for the 
animating and invigorating sun. 

His poetry is exquisitely finished : we never encounter a 1 1ne or even a word that grates 
upon the ear; it is "harmony, delicious harmony," unbroken by a single Jarring note. 

We are by no means singular in thinking that the " Irish Melodies" must be con- 
sidered as the most valuable and enduring of all his works ; they 

M Clvcle hU name wltti a chann againit dcatii i** 

and as a writer of song he stands without a rival. Mr. Moore found the national music 
of his country, with very few exceptions, debased by a union with words that were 
either unseemly or unintelligible. It was, therefore, comparatively lost to the world ; 
and time was rapidly diminishing that which memory alone preserved. • The attempt 
to combine it with appropriate language, was commenced in 1807. Its success is 
almost without parallel in the liistory of literature. The music of Ireland is now 
known and appreciated all over the world ;— and the songs of the Irish Poet will en- 
dure as long as the country,— the loves and gloiies of which they commemorate. 
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WRITTEN IN AN ALBUM. 



Thst say that Love had once a book 
(The urchin likes to copy you). 

Where all who came the pencil took. 
And wrote, like us, a Ime or two. 

'Twas Innocence, the maid divine. 
Who kept this volume bright and fair. 

And saw that no unhallow'd line. 

Or thought profane, should enter there. 

And sweetly did the pages fill 
With fond device and loving lore. 

And every leaf she turn'd was still 

More bright than that she turn'd before ! 
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Beneath the touch of Hope, how soft. 
How light the magic pencil ran ! 

Till Fear would come, alas ! as oft, 

And tremhling close what Hope hegan. 

A tear or two had dropped from Grief, 
And Jealousy would, now and then. 

Ruffle in haste some snowy leaf. 

Which Love had still to smooth again ! 

But, oh, there was a blooming boy. 
Who often turn'd the pages o'er. 

And wrote therein such words of joy. 
As all who read still sigh'd for more ! 

And Pleasure was this spirit's name. 
And though so soft his voice and look. 

Yet Innocence, whene'er he came. 
Would tremble for her spotless book ! 

For still she saw his playful fingers 
Fill'd with sweets and wanton toys ; 

And well she knew the stain that lingers 
After sweets from wanton boys ! 

And so it chanced, one luckless night 

He let his honey goblet fall 
O'er the dear book so pure, so white. 

And sullied lines, and marge and all ! 

In vain he sought, with eager lip. 
The honey from the leaf to drink, 

For still the more the boy would sip. 
The deeper still the blot would sink ! 

Oh, it would make you weep, to see 

The traces of this honey flood 
Steal o'er a page, where Modesty 

Had freshly drawn a rose's bud ! 

And Fancy's emblems lost their glow, 
And Hope's sweet lines were all defaced, 

And Love himself could scarcely know 
What Love himself had lately traced ! 
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At length the urchin Pleasure fled, 
(For how, alas ! could Pleasure stay ?) 

And Love, while many a tear he shed. 
In blushes flung the book away ! 

The index now alone remains, 

Of all the pages spoil'd by Pleasure, 
And though it bears some honey stains. 

Yet Memory counts the leaf a treasure ! 

And oft, they say, she scans it o'er. 

And oft, by this memorial aided. 
Brings back the^ pages, now no more, 

And thinks of lines that long have faded ! 

I know not if this tale be true. 

But thus the simple facts are stated ; 
And I refer their truth to you. 

Since Love and you are near related ! 



I SAW THY FORM Il» YOUTHFUL PRIME. 

I SAW thy form in youthful prime. 

Nor thought that pale decay 
Would steal before the steps of time. 

And waste its bloom away, Mary ! 
Yet still thy features. wore tiiat light 
Which fleets not with the breath ; 
And life ne'er look'd more truly bright 

Than in thy smile of death, Mary ! 

As streams that run o'er golden nitnes. 

Yet humbly, calmly glide. 
Nor seem to know the wealth that shines 

Within their gentle tide, Mary ! 
So, veil'd beneath the simplest guise. 

Thy radiant genius shone. 
And that which charm'd all other eyes, 

Seem'd worthless in thy own, Mary ! 
f2 
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If souls could always dwell above, 

Thoa ne'er hadst left that sphere ; 
Or, could we keep the souls we love. 

We ne'er had lost thee here, Mary ! 
Though many a gifted mind we meet, 

Though fairest forms we see. 
To live with them is far less sweet 

Than to remember thee, Mary ! 



I SAW PROM THE BEACH. 



I SAW from the beach, when the morning was shining, 
A bark o'er the waters moved gloriously on ; 

I came, when the sun o'er that beach was declining, — 
The bark was still there, but the waters were gone ! 

Ah ! such is the fate of our life's early promise. 
So passing the spring-tide of joy we have known : 

Each wave, that we danced on at morning, ebbs from us, 
And leaves us, at eve, on the bleak shore alone ! 

Ne'er tell me of glories^ serenely adorning 

The dose of our day, the calm eve of our night ; — 

Give me back, give me back the wild freshness of morning. 
Her clouds and her tears are worth evening's best light. 

Oh, who would not welcome that moment's returning. 
When passion first waked a new life through his frame. 

And his soul — ^like the wood that grows precious in burning — 
Gave out all its sweets to Love's exquisite flame ! 



THia LIFE IS ALL CHBQUBRBD WITH PLSA8URB8 AND WOES. 

This life is all chequer'd with pleasures and woes. 
That chase one another, like waves of the deep, — 

Each billow, as brightly or darkly it flows. 
Reflecting our eyes as they sparkle or weep. 
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So closely our whims on our miseries tread, 

That the laugh is awaked ere the tear can be dried \ 
And, as fast as the rain-drop of Pity is shed. 

The goose-feathers of Folly can turn it aside. 
But pledge me the cup— if existence would doy 

With hearts ever happy, and heads ever wise. 
Be ours the light grief that is sister to Joy, 

And the short brilliant folly that flashes and dies ! 

When Hylas was sent with his urn to the fount. 

Through fields fiill of sunshine, with heart fiill of play. 
Light rambled the boy over meadow and mount. 

And neglected his task for the flowers on the way. 
Thus some who, like me, should have drawn and have tasted 

The fountain that runs by Philosophy's shrine. 
Their time with the flowers on the margin have wasted. 

And left their light urns all as empty as mine ! 
But pledge me the goblet — ^wh^ Idleness weaves 

Her flowerets together, if Wisdom can see 
One bright drop or two, that has fall'n on the leaves 

From her fountain divine, 'tis sufficient for me ! 



BT. JEROME'S LOVE. 



Who is the maid my spirit seeks, 

Through cold reproof and slander's blight ? 
Has she Love's roses on her cheeks ? 

Is hers an eye of this world's light ? 
No, — ^wan and sunk with midnight prayer 

Are the pale looks of her I love ; 
Or if, at times, a light be there. 

Its beam is kindled from above. 

I chose not her, my soul's elect. 

From those who seek their Maker's shrine 
In gems and garlands proudly deck'd. 

As if themselves were things divine ! 
No — ^heaven but faintly warms the breast 

That beats beneath a broider'd veil ; 
And she who comes in glittering vest 

To mourn her frailty, still is frail. 
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Not 80 the fiftded form I prize 

And love, because its bloom is gone ; 
The glory m those sainted eyes 

Is all the grace her brow puts on. 
And ne'er was beauty's dawn so bright. 

So touching as that form's decay. 
Which, like t£e altar's trembling light. 

In holy lustre wastes away ! 



OPT, IN THE STILLY NIOHT. 

Oft, in the stiUy night. 

Ere Slumber's chain has bound me. 
Fond Memory brings the light 
Of other days around me ; 
The smiles, the tears. 
Of boyhood's years. 
The words of love then spoken ; 
The eyes that shone. 
Now dimm'd and gone. 
The cheerful hearts now broken ! 
Thus, in the stilly night. 

Ere Slumber's cham has bound me, 
Sad Memory brings the light 
Of other days around me. 

When I remember all 

The friends, so link'd together, 
I've seen around me fall. 

Lake leaves in wintry weather ; 
I feel like one 
Who treads alone 
Some banquet-hall deserted. 
Whose lights are fled. 
Whose garland's dead, 
And all but he departed ! 
Thus in the stilly night. 

Ere Slumber's chain has bound me. 
Sad Memory brings the light 
Of other days around me. 
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WHEN 'MIDST THE GAY 1 MEET. 

When 'midst the gay I meet 

That blessed smile of thine. 
Though still on me it turns most sweet, 

I scarce can call it mine : 
But when to me alone 

Your secret tears you show. 
Oh ! then I feel those tears my own, 

And claim them as they flow. 
Then still with bright looks bless 

The gay, the cold, the free ; 
Give smiles to those who love you less, 

But keep your tears for me. 

The snow on Jura's steep 

Can smile with many a beam. 
Yet still in chains of coldness sleep. 

How bright soe'er it seem. 
But, when some deep-felt ray. 

Whose touch is fire, appears. 
Oh ! then the smile is warm'd away. 

And, melting, turns to tears. 
Then still with bright looks bless 

The gay, the cold, the free ; 
Give smiles to those who love you less. 

But keep your tears for me. 
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PsacT Btbshb SHBLLBT,«ldeit ton of Sir Timothy Shelley, Bart, of Castle Goring, 
WM born at Field Place, SuMez, on the 4th of August, 1792. He was educated at 
Eton, and at University College, Ozfbrd, was twice married, and has left two ehildren, 
a daughter by the first wife, and a son— who is heir to the title— by the second. His 
widow, the daughter of William Ckniwin, is wdU known as the author (rf Frankenstein, 
and other novels. Mr. Shelley was cut off in the flower of his years and genius, on the 
Sth of July, 182S ; he was drowned in a stonn on the Genoese coast, whither he was 
hastening, to his abode near the town of Lerlci. 

It is within the scope neither of the limits nor the ol^ect of this work, to enter upon 
those controversial points, which so occupied the attention, and coloured the exist- 
ence of this extraordinary man. Suffice it to say (ibr the man's VATvaa can never be 
left out, where the Poet is concerned), that whether his speculations were well or iU 
grounded, he is acknowledged on all hands to have been sincere in his pursuit of tliem ; 
and that his friends entertain the most enthusiastie r^ardfor his memoiy. 

Mr. Shelley was taU, and slight of figure, with a singular union of general deUcaey 
of organisation and muscular strength. His hair was brown, prematurely touched with 
grey; his complexion fair and glowing; his eyes grey and extremely vivid; his fhoe 
small and delicately featured, especially about the lower part ; and he had an expres- 
sion of countenance, when he was talking in his usual earnest Ihshion, which has 
been described elsewhere, as giving you the idea of something " seraphical." 

Mr. Shelley's poetry resembles that creation, for the moral harmony of which he was 
so anxious. It is wonderfully flowing and energetic, round and harmonious as the 
orb, — no less conversant with seas and mountains, than with flowers and the minutest 
beauty, — and it hungers and thirsts after a certain beauty of perfection, as the orb 
rolls in loving attraction round the sun. He is remarkable fbr mixing a scholarly 
grandiosity of style with the most unaiTected feeling and the most impulsive expres- 
sion, and lior being alike supernatural and human in his enthusiasm,— that Is to say, 
he is equally fond of soaring away into the most ethereal abstractions, as if he were 
spirit; and of sympathising with every-day flesh and blood, «s though he had done 
nothing but snfler and eojoy with the most earth-bound of his fellow -creatures. 
Whether inteirogating Naturo in the Icy solitudes of Chamouny, or thrilling with the 
lark in the sunshine, or shedding indignant tears with sorrow and poverty, or pulling 
flowers like a child In a fleld, or pitching himself back into the depths of time and 
space, and discoursing with the first forms and gigantic shadows of creation; he is 
alike in earnest, and at hohx. His Ihults arise tnm the very exceu of his sympa- 
thies with all things. He Is someHmes obscura in the remoteness of his abstractions, 
and sometimes so Impatient with the fbrms of error, as to seem contradictory to his 
own tolerant doctrine. He not only 

• all **>*"»■ shvpl J* 



He Is Cur mora passioned, and relishes them with a sharpness that makes him cry out 
like one constituted almost too delicately for existence. The cry is useftil, because it 
begets attention to what might be otherwise too dully endured ; but It leaves his genius 
with a certain charge of Impatience and excess upon it, that hiuards, meanwhile, that 
very eqjoyment of the beautiftil which he longed for, and which It is the mora peculiar 
business of poetry to produce. 

Thb Edit«b is indebted fbr this Memoir of Shelley, and also for that of Keats, to the 
friend of both, Leigh Hunt. The dangerous tendency of Shelley's writings,-^iis mis- 
takes, theoretical and practical, acknowledged In some instances by himself, — ^wlll not 
find firom others the excuse they have found firom those who had personal regard for 
the man, as well as admiration of the Poet. Shelley may have been, as it Is contended 
he was, sivcbbb in his schemes fbr re-modelling society; but his doctrines ara not, 
therefore, the less pernicious. Unhappily he died before Judgment had arrived to the 
aid of genius : it Is impossible to doubt that a mind so naturally generous would have 
atoned fbr many of the errors he had assisted to propagate, if he had lived to be oon- 
vinced of them. He publicly disavowed (In the " Examiner") the republication of 
" Queen Mab;" and ragretted that he had written it. It was the work of a youth 
exasperated by scholastic injustice. 
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SHELLEY. 



Sba-oirt City ! thou hast been 
Ocean's child, and then his queen ; 
Now is come a darker day. 
And thou soon must be his prey» 
If the power that raised thee here 
Hallow so thy watery bier. 
A less drear ruin then than now. 
With thy conquest-branded brow 
Stooping to the slave of slaves 
From thy throne, among the waves 
Wilt thou be, when the sea-mew 
Flies, as once before it flew. 
O'er thine isles depopulate. 
And all is in its ancient 8tate> 
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Save where many a palace-gate 
With green sea-flowers overgrown 
Like a rock of ocean's own. 
Topples o'er the abandon d sea 
As tiie tides change sullenly. 
The fisher on his watery way. 
Wandering at the close of day. 
Will spread his sail and seize his oar 
Till he pass the gloomy shore. 
Lest thy dead should, from their sleep 
Bursting o'er the starlit deep. 
Lead a rapid masque of death 
O'er the waters of his path. 



THE CLOUD. 



I BRING fresh showers for the thirsting flowers 

From the seas and the streams ; 
I bear light shade for the leaves when laid 

In their noon-day dreams. 
From my wings are shaken the dews that waken 

The sweet birds every one. 
When rock'd to rest on their mother's breast, 

As she dances about the sun. 
I wield the flail of the lashing hail. 

And whiten the green plains under ; 
And then again I dissolve it in rain. 

And laugh as I pass in thunder. 

I sift the snow on the mountains below. 

And their great pines groan aghast ; 
And all the night 'tis my pillow white. 

While I sleep in the arms of the blast. 
Sublime on the towem of my skiey bowers. 

Lightning, my pilot, sits. 
In a cavern under is fetter'd the thunder. 

It struggles and howls at fits ; 
Over earth and ocean, with gentle auction. 

This pilot is guiding me. 
Lured by the love of the genii that move 

In the depths of the purple sea ; 
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Over the rills, and the crags, and the hills. 

Over the lakes and the plains, 
Wherever he dream, under mountain or stream. 

The Spirit he loves remains ; 
And I all the while hask in heaven's hlue smile. 

Whilst he is dissolving in rains. 

The sanguine sunrise, with his meteor eyes. 

And his burning plumes outspread, 
Leaps on the back of my sailing rack. 

When the morning-star shines dead. 
As on the jag of a mountain crag. 

Which an earthquake rocks and swings. 
An eagle alit one moment may sit 

In the light of its golden wings. 
And when sunset may breathe, from the lit sea beneath. 

Its ardours of rest and of love. 
And the crimson pall of eve may foil 

From the depth of heaven above. 
With wings folded I rest, on mine airy nest. 

As stiU as a brooding dove. 

That orbed maiden, with white fire laden. 

Whom mortals call the moon. 
Glides glimmering o'er my fleece-like floor. 

By Uie midnight breezes strewn ; 
And wherever the beat of her unseen feet. 

Which only the angels hear. 
May have broken the woof of my tent's thin roof. 

The stars peep behind her and peer ; 
And I laugh to see them whirl and flee. 

Like a swarm of golden bees. 
When I widen the rent in my wind-built tent. 

Till the calm rivers, lakes, and seas. 
Like strips of the sky fallen through me on high. 

Are each paved with the moon and these. 

I bind the sun's throne with a burning zone, 

And the moon's with a girdle of pearl ; 
The volcanoes are dim, and the stars reel and swim. 

When the whirlwinds my banner unfurl. 
From cape to cape, with a bridge-like shape. 

Over a torrent sea, 

g2 
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Sunbeam proof, I hang like a roof. 

The mountains its columns be. 
The triumphal arch through which I nuirch 

With hurricane, fire, and snow. 
When the powers of the air are chain'd to my chair. 

Is the million-colour'd bow ; 
The sphere-fire above its soft colours wove. 

While the moist earth was laughing below. 

I am the daughter of earth and water. 

And the nursling of the sky ; 
I pass through the pores of the ocean and shores ; 

I change, but I cannot die. 
For after the rain, when with never a stain. 

The pavilion of heaven b bare, 
And the winds and sunbeams with their convex gleams. 

Build up the blue dome of air, 
I silently laugh at my own cenotaph. 

And out of the caverns of rain. 
Like a child from the womb, like a ghost from the tomb, 

I arise and unbuild it again. 



AN EXHORTATION. 

Chameleons feed on light and air ; 

Poets' food is love and fame : 
If in this wide wcH-ld of care 

Poets could but find the saine 
With as little toil as they. 

Would they ever change their hue 

As the light chameleons do. 
Suiting it to every ray 
Twenty times a-day i 

Poets are on this cold earth. 

As chameleons might be, 
Hidden from their early birth 

In a cave beneath the sea, 
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Wbere light w, chameleons change ; 

Where love is not, poets do : 

Fame is love disguised — ^if few 
Find either, never think it strange 
That poets range. 

Yet dare not stain with wealth or power 

A poet's free and heavenly mind : 
If hright chameleons should devour 

Any food but beams and wind, 
They would grow as earthly soon 

As their brother lizards are. 

Children of a sunnier star. 
Spirits from beyond the moon, 
O, refuse the boon ! 



MUTABILITY. 



Thb flower that smiles to-day 

To-morrow dies ; 
All that we wish to stay. 

Tempts and then flies : 
What is this world's delight ? 
Lightning that mocks the night. 
Brief even as bright. 

Virtue, how frail it is ! 

Friendship too rare ! 
Love, how it sells poor bliss 

For proud despair ! 
But we, Plough soon they fall. 
Survive their joy and all 
Which ours we call. 

Whilst skies are blue and bright. 
Whilst flowers are gay. 

Whilst eyes that change ere night 
Make glad the day ; 

Whilst yet the calm hours creep. 

Dream thou — and from thy sleep 

Then wake to weep. 
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TO NIGHT. 



SwiPTLY walk over the western wave. 

Spirit of Night! 
Out of the misty eastern cave. 
Where, all the long and lone daylight. 
Thou wovest dreams of joy and fear. 
Which make thee terrihle and dear, — 

Swift be thy flight ! 

Wrap thy form in a mantle grey. 

Star inwrought ! 
Blind with thine hair the eyes of day. 
Kiss her until she be wearied out. 
Then wander o'er city, and sea, and land. 
Touching all with thine opiate wand, — 

Come, long sought ! 

When I arose and saw the dawn, 

I sighed for thee ; 
When light rode high, and the dew was gone. 
And noon lay heavy on flower and tree. 
And the weary day turned to his rest. 
Lingering like Im unloved guest, 

I sighed for thee ! 

Thy brother, Death, came, and cried, 

Wouldst thou me ? 
Thy sweet child. Sleep, thy filmy-eyed, 
Murdered like a noon -tide bee. 
Shall I nestle near thy side ? 
Wouldst thou me ? — And I replied. 

No, not thee ! 

Death will come when thou art dead, 

Soon, too soon ! 
Sleep will come when thou art fled ; 
Of neither would I ask the boon 
I ask of thee, beloved Night ; 
Swift be thine approaching flight. 

Come soon, soon ! 
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TO A SKYLARK. 

Hail to thee, blithe spirit ! 

Bird thou never wert. 
That from heaven, or near it, 

Pourest thy full heart 
In profuse strains of unpremeditated art. 

Higher still and higher, 

From the earth thou springest 
Like a cloud of fire ; 

The blue deep thou wingest. 
And singing still dost soar, and soaring ever singest. 

In the golden lightning 

Of the sunken sun. 
O'er which clouds are brightening, 

Thou dost float and run ; 
Like an unbodied joy whose race is just begun. 

The pale purple even 

Melts around thy flight ; 
like a star of heaven. 
In the broad day-light 
Thou art unseen, but yet I hear thy shrill delight. 

Keen as are the arrows 

Of that sDver sphere. 
Whose intense lamp narrows 

In the white dawn clear. 
Until we hardly see, we feel that it is there. 

All the earth and air 

With thy voice is loud, 
As, when night is bare, 

From one lonely cloud 
The moon rains out her beams, and heaven is overflowed. 

What thou art we know not ; 

What is most like thee ? 
From rainbow clouds there flow not 

Drops so bright to see, 
As from thy presence showers a rain of melody. 



Digiti 



ized by Google 



48 SRBLLBT. 

Like a poet hidden 

In the light of thought. 
Singing hymns unhidden. 
Till the world is wrought 
To sympathy with hopes and fears it heeded not : 

Like a high-horn maiden 

In a palace tower. 
Soothing her love-laden 

Soul in secret hour 
With music sweet as love, which overflows her hower ; 



like a glow-worm golden 

In a dell of dew. 
Scattering unheholdcn 
Its aerial hue 
Among the flowers and grass, which screen it from the view : 

Like a rose emhowered 

In its own green leaves. 
By warm winds deflowered. 
Till the scent it gives 
Makes faint with too much sweet these heavy- winged thieves : 

Sound of vernal showers 

On the twinkling grass, 
Rain-awaken'd flowers. 

All that ever was 
Joyous, and dear, and fresh, thy music doth surpass. 

Teach us, sprite or hird. 

What sweet thoughts are thine : 

I have never heard 
Praise of love or wine 
That panted forth a flood of rapture so divine. 

Chorus Hymeneal, 

Or triumphal chaunt, 
Match'd with thine would he all 

But an empty vaunt — 
A thing wherein we feel there is some hidden want. 



Digiti 



ized by Google 



SHBLLET. 49 

What objects are the fountains 

Of thy happy strain ? 
What fields, or waves, or mountains ? 

What shapes of sky or plain ? 
What love of thine own kind ? what ignorance of pain I 

With thy clear keen joyance 

Languor cannot be : 
Shadow of annoyance 
Never came near thee : 
Thou lovest ; but ne'er knew love's sad satiety. 

Waking or asleep, 

Thou of death must deem 
Things more true and deep 

Than we mortals dream. 
Or how could thy notes flow in such a crystal stream ? 

We look before and after. 

And pine for what is not : 
Our sincerest laughter 

With some pain is fraught ; 
Our sweetest songs are those that tell of saddest thought. 

Yet if we could scorn 

Hate, and pride, and fear ; 
If we were things bom 

Not to shed a tear, 
I know not how thy joy we ever should come near. 

Better than all measures 

Of delightful sound. 
Better than all treasures. 

That in books are found. 
Thy skill to poet were, thou scomer of the ground ! 

Teach me half the gladness 

That thy brain must know. 
Such harmonious madness. 

From my lips would flow. 
The world should listen then, as I am listening now. 
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Samuel Taylok Colbkidgb iraa bom on the 20th of October, 1772, at OUery St. 
Mary, In Deronshire. His father waa a learned clergyman ; and the Poet was the 
youngest of eleyen children. In 1782, he was admitted into Christ's Hospital, London, 
where, according to his own aeoount, he ** enjoyed the inestimable advantage of a very 
sensible, though at the same time, a very severe master." At a premature age, even 
before his fifteenth year, he had " bewildered himself in metaphysical and theological 
controversy f yet he pursued his studies with so much xeal and perseverance, that 
in 1791 he became Grecian, or captain of the school, which entitled him to an exhi- 
bition at the University; he was entered at Jesus College, Cambridge. Three years 
afterwards, '* in an inauspicious hour he left the IHendiy cloisters," without assigning 
any cause, and without taking his d^ree ; and again came to London. There, with- 
out the means of support, he wandered for some days about the streets, and enlisted 
in the 15th Dragoons. While doing duty at Reading, he wrote on the wall of the 
stable a Latin sentence, which chanced to meet the eye of one of the officers. The 
inquiiy that followed led to his discharge. In 1794, he published a small volume of 
Poems. Subsequently, the taint of French republicanism fell upon him; and he lec- 
tured at Bristol in praise of the Daemon that had stolen, and was for a time welcomed 
in, the garb of liberty. In 1795, he married ; and in 1798, he visited Germany. In 1600, 
he returned to England ; and although he had formerly professed Unitarianlsm, and had 
preached to a congregation at Taunton, he became a firm adherent to the doctrines of 
Christianity ; or, to use his own expression, found a " reconversion." Afterwards, he 
" wasted the prime and manhood of his intellect," as the Editor of a Newspaper. Du- 
ring the last nineteen years of his life he resided with his falthftil and devoted friends 
Mr. and Mrs. GiUman, at Highgato ; lecturing occasionally, writing poetry and proae, 
and delighting and Instructing all who had the good fortune to be admitted to his soci- 
ety. He died on the 25th of July, 1834. 

The friends who knew him best, and under the shelter of whose roof-tree the later 
and the happier years of his chequered life were passed, have recorded their opinion of 
his character on the teblet that marks his grave in the Church at Highgate ; and all 
who enjoyed the privilege of his acquaintance will bear testimony to its truth. It tells 
of his profound learning and discursive genius; his private worth; his social and 
Christian virtues; and adds, that his disposition was unalterably sweet and angelic : 
that he was an ever-enduring, ever-loving friend ; the gentlest and kindest teacher— 
the most engaging home companion. 

Hazlitt, who knew him in his youth, describes him as rather above the middle size, 
inclining to corpulency ; as having a dreamy countenance, a forehead broad and high, 
with large projecting eye-brows, and " eyes rolling like a sea with darkened lustre.** 
The description applies with almost equal accuracy to the Poet in age. The wonder- 
ful eloquence of his conversation is a prominent theme with all who have written or 
spoken of him ; it was f^ll of matter: his bookish lore, and his witeand intimate ac- 
quaintance with men and things were enlivened by a grace and sprightliness abso- 
lutely startling;— his manner was singularly attractive, and the tones of his voice 
were peifoct music. 

Few have obtained greater celebrity in the world of letters ; yet few have so wasted 
the energies of a naturally great mind ; few, in short, have done so lxttlb of the pur- 
posed and promised much. Some of the most perfect examples that our langnage 
can supply, are to be found among his Poems, ftill of the simplest and purest nature, 
yet pregnant with the deepest and most subtle philosophy*. His Judgment and taste 
were sound and refined to a d^ree ; and when he spoke of the " little he had published" 
as being of " little importance," It was because his conception of excellence exceeded 
even his power to convey it. Tliose who read his wildest productions — Chrlstebel, and 
the Ancient Mariner— will readily appreciate the fertile imagination and prodigious 
strength of the writer ; and if they turn to the gentler efibrto of his genius, they will 
find so many illustrations of a passage which prefaces an edition of his Juvenile Verses : 
" Poetry has been to me its ' exceeding great reward ;' it has soothed my afllictlons ; it 
has multiplied and refined my enjoyments; it has endeared solitude ; and It has given 
me the habit of wishing to discover the good and the beautlftil In sll that meets and 
surrounds me." 

* A complete and beeuUAiIIy piinlod edlUon of the Focnu of S. T. Cokrldge, In 3 vob. was puUubcd 
by rickeririg, rcfiscd sad ananged by tlw l^)ct, tbairUjr before hii death. 
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THE GARDEN OP BOCCACCIO. 

Thanks, gentle artist ! now I can descry 
. Thy fair creation with a mastering eye. 
And all awake ! And now in fix'd gaze stand. 
Now wander through the Eden of thy hand ; 
Praise the green arches, on the fountain clear 
See fragment shadows of the crossing deer ; 
And with that serviceable nymph I stoop, 
The crystal from its restless pool to scoop. 
I see no longer ! I myself am there, 
Sit on the ground-sward, and the banquet share. 
'Tis T, that sweep that lute's love-echoing strings. 
And gaze upon tke mcud who gazing sings : 
H 2 
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Or pause and listen to the tinkling bells 

From the high tower, and think that there she dwells. 

With old Boccaccio's sonl I stand possest. 

And breathe an air like life, that swells my chest. 



The brightness of the world, O thou once free. 
And always fear, rare land of courtesy ! 
O, Florence ! with the Tuscan fields and hills ! 
And famous Amo fed with all their rills ; 
Thou brightest star of star-bright Italy ! 
Rich, ornate, populous, all treasures thine. 
The golden com, the olive, and the vine. 
Fair cities, gallant mansions, castles old. 
And forests, where beside his leafy hold 
The sullen boar hath heard the distant horn. 
And whets his tusks against the gnarled thorn ; 
PaUadian palace, with its storied halls ; 
Fountains, where Love lies listening to their falls ; 
Gardens, where flings the bridge its airy span. 
And Nature makes her happy home witii man ; 
Where many a gorgeous flower is duly fed 
With its own rill, on its own spangled bed. 
And wreathes the marble urn, or leans its head, . 
A mimic mourner, that with veil withdrawn 
Weeps liquid gems, the presents of the dawn. 
Thine all delights, and every muse is thine : 
And more than all, the embrace and intertwine 
Of all with all in gay and twinkling dance ! 



All thoughts, all passions, all delights. 
Whatever stirs this mortal frame. 
All are but ministers of Love, 
And feed his sacred flame. 

Oft in my waking dreams do I 
Live o'er again that happy hour. 
When midway on the momit I lay 
Beside the ruined tower. 
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The moonshine stealing o'er the scene 
Had blended with the lights of eve ; 
And she was there, my hope, my joy. 
My own dear Genevieve ! 

She lean'd against the armed man. 
The statue of the armed knight : 
She stood and listened to my harp 
Amid the ling'ring light. 

Few sorrows hath she of her own. 
My hope, my joy, my Genevieve ! 
She loves me best, whene'er I sing 
The songs that make her grieve. 

I played a soft and dolefnl air, 
I sang an old and moving story — 
An old rude song that fitted well 
The ruin wild and hoary. 

She listened with a flitting blush. 
With downcast eyes and modest grace ; 
For well she knew, I could not choose 
But gaze upon her face. 

I told her of the Knight, that wore 
Upon his shield a burning brand ; 
And that for ten long years he wooed 
The Lady of the Land. 

I told her how he pined : and, ah ! 
The low, the deep, the pleading tone. 
With which I sang another's love. 
Interpreted my own. 

She listened with a flitting blush, 
With downcast eyes and modest grace ; 
And she forgave me that I gazed 
Too fondly on her fieice ! 

But when I told the cruel scorn 
Which crazed this bold and lovely Knight, 
And that he crossed the mountain woods, 
Nor rested day nor night ; 
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That Bometimes from the savage den, 
And sometimes from the darksome shade. 
And sometimes starting ap at once. 
In green and sunny glade. 

There came, and looked him in the face. 
An angel beaatiful and bright ; 
And that he knew it was a fiend. 
This miserable' Knight ! 

And how, unknowing what he did. 
He leap'd amid a murd'rous band. 
And saved from outrage worse than death 
The Lady of the Land ; 

And how she wept and clasped his knees. 
And how she tended him in vain. 
And ever strove to expiate 
The scorn, that crazed his brain : 

And that she nursed him in a cave ; 
And how his madness went away 
When on the yellow forest leaves 
A dying man he lay ; 

His dying words — But when I reached 
That tenderest strain of all the ditty. 
My fedfring voice and pausing harp 
Disturbed her soul with pity ! 

All impulses of soul and sense 
Had thrilled my guileless Genevieve, 
The music, and the doleful tale. 
The rich and balmy eve ; 

And hopes, and fears that kindle hope. 
An undistinguishable throng ! 
And gentle wishes long subdued. 
Subdued and cherished long ! 

She wept with pity and delight. 
She blushed with love and maiden shame ; 
And, like the murmur of a dream, 
I heard her breathe my. name. 
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Her bosom heaved — she stepped aside ; 
As conscious of my look, ^e stepped — 
Then suddenly witii timorous eye 
She fled to me and wept. 

She half enclosed me with her arms. 
She pressed me with a meek embrace ; 
And bending back her head, looked up. 
And gazed upon my face. 

Twas partly love, and partly fear. 
And partly 'twas a bashful art. 
That I might rather feel than see 
The swelling of her heart. 

I calmed her fears ; and she was calm. 
And told her love with virgin pride ; 
And so I won my Genevieve, 
My bright and beauteous bride ! 



THE NIGHTINGALE. 

No doud, no relique of the sunken day 

Distinguishes the west, no long thin slip 

Of sullen light, no obscure trembling hues. 

Come, we will rest on this old mossy bridge ! 

You see the glimmer of the stream beneath. 

But hear no murmuring : it flows silently 

O'er its soft bed of verdure. All is still, 

A balmy night ! and though the stars be dim. 

Vet let us l^ink upon the vernal showers 

That gladden the green earth, and we shall find 

A pleasure in the dimness of the stars. 

And hark ! the nightingale begins its song, 

" Most musical, most melancholy" bird ! 

A melancholy bird ? O idle thought ! 

In nature there is nothing melancholy. 

— ^But some night-wand'ring man, whose heart was pierced 

With the remembrance of a grievous wrong. 

Or slow distemper, or neglected love, 

(And so, poor wretch ! filled all things with himself. 

And made ail gentle sounds tell back the tale 
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Of his own sorrows,) he and such as he 

First named these notes a melancholy strain : 

And many a poet echoes the conceit ; 

Poet, who hath been building np the rhyme 

When he had better far have stretched his limbs 

Beside a brook in mossy forest-dell. 

By sun or moonlight, to the influxes 

Of shapes, and sounds, and shifdng elements. 

Surrendering his whole spirit, of his song 

And of his feune forgetful ! so his fame 

Should share in nature's immortality, 

A venerable thing I and so his song 

Should make all nature lovelier, and itself 

Be loved, like nature !-7-But 'twill not be so ; 

And youths and maidens most poetical. 

Who lose the deepening twilights of the spring 

In ball-rooms and hot theatres, they still 

Fall of meek sympathy must heave their sighs 

O'er Philomela's pity-pleading strains. 

My friend, and my mend's sister ! we have learnt 

A different lore : we may not thus profane 

Nature's sweet voices always full of love 

And joyance ! 'Tis the merry Nightingale 

That crowds, and hurries, and precipitates. 

With feist thick warble, his delicious notes. 

As he were fearful that an April night 

Would be too short for him to utter forth 

His love-chant, and disburthen his full soul 

Of all its music ! and I know a grove 

Of large extent, hard by a castle huge. 

Which the great lord inhabits not : and so 

This grove is wild with tangling underwood. 

And the trim walks are broken up, and grass. 

Thin grass and king-cups grow within die paths. 

But never elsewhere in one place I knew 

So many Nightingales : and far and near 

In wood and thicket over the wide grove 

They answer and provoke each other's songs — 

With skirmish and capricious passagings. 

And murmurs musical, and swift jug-jug. 

And one low piping sound more sweet than all — 

Stirring the air with such an harmony. 

That, should you close your eyes, you might almost 

Forget it was not day. 
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A most gentle maid 
Who dwelleth in her hospitable home 
Hard by the castle, and at latest eve 
(Even hke a lady vowed and dedicate 
To something more than nature in the grove) 
Glides through the pathways ; she knows all their notes. 
That gentle maid ! and oft, a moment's space. 
What time the moon was lost behind a cloud. 
Hath heard a pause of silence. : till the moon 
Emerging, hadi awakened earth and sky 
With one sensation, and those wakeful birds 
Have all burst forth with choral minstrelsy, 
As if one quick and sudden gale had swept 
An hundred airy harps ! And she hath watched 
Many a Nightingale perch giddily 
On bloss'my twig still swinging from the breeze, 
And to that motion tune his wanton song. 
Like tipsy joy that reels with tossing head. 

Farewell, O warbler ! till to-morrow eve. 

And you, my friends ! farewell, a short farewell ! 

We have been loitering long and pleasantly. 

And now for our dear homes. — ^That strain again ! 

Full fnu it would delay me ! My dear babe. 

Who, capable of no articulate sound. 

Mars all things with his imitative lisp. 

How he would place his hand beside his ear. 

His little hand, the small forefinger up. 

And bid us listen ! and I deem it wise 

To make him Nature's playmate. He knows well 

The evening star : and once when he awoke 

In most distressful mood .(some inward pain . 

Had made up that strange thing, an infant's dream) 

I hurried with him to our orchard plot. 

And he beholds the moon, and hushed at once 

Suspends his sobs, and laughs most silently. 

While his fear eyes that swam with imdropt tears 

Did glitter in the yellow moonbeam ! Well — 

It is a father's tale. But if that Heaven 

Should give me life, his childhood shall grow up 

Familiar with these songs, that with the night 

He may associate joy ! Once more farewell. 

Sweet Nightingale ! once more, my friends, farewell ! 
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LINES, 
WRITTEN IN THE ALBUM AT KLBIKOBRODB, IK THB HABTZ VOBBtT. 

I STOOD on Brocken's sovran height, and saw 

Woods crowding upon woods, bills over hills, 

A surging scene, and only limited 

By the blue distance. Heavily my way 

Downward I dragg'd through fir-groves evermore, 

Where bright green moss heaves in sepulchral forms 

Speckled with sunshine ; and, but seldom heard, 

The sweet bird's song became a hollow sound; 

And the breeze, murmuring indivisibly. 

Preserved its solemn murmur most distinct 

From many a note of many a waterfiedl. 

And the brook's chatter ; 'mid whose islet stones . 

The dingy kidling with its tinkling bell 

Leap'd frolicsome, or old romantic goat 

Sat, his white beard slow waving. I moved on 

In low and languid mood : for I had found 

That outward forms, the loftiest, still receive 

Their finer influence from the life within : 

Fair ciphers else : fair, but of import vague 

Or unconcerning, where the heart not finds 

History or prophecy of friend, or child. 

Or gentle maid, our first and early love, 

Or &ther, or the venerable name 

Of our adored country ! O thou Queen, 

Thou delegated Deity of Earth, 

O dear, dear England ! how my longing eye 

Tum'd westward, shaping in the steady clouds 

Thy sands and high white clifis ! 

My native land ! 
FlU'd with the thought of thee this heart was proud. 
Yea, mine eye swam with tears : that all the view 
From sovran Brocken, woods and woody hills. 
Floated away, like a departing dream. 
Feeble and dim ! Stranger, these impulses 
Blame thou not lightly ; nor will I profeoie. 
With hasty judgment or injurious doubt. 
That man's sublimer spirit, who can feel 
That God is every where ! the God who framed 
Mankind to be one mighty family. 
Himself our Father, and the world our home. 



Digiti 



ized by Google 



COLBRIDOK. 59 



R£C0LLBCTI0N8 OF LOVE. 

How warm this woodland wild recese ! 

Love surely hath been breathing here. 

And this sweet bed of heath, my dear ! 
Swells np, then sinks with fiEun caress. 

As if to have yoa yet more near. 

Eight springs have flown, since last I lay 
On sea-ward Quantock's heathy hiUs, 
Where quiet sounds from hidden rills 

Float here and there, like things astray. 
And high o'er head the sky-lark shrills. 

No voice as yet had made the air 
Be music with your name ; yet why 
That asking look ? that yearning sigh ? 

That sense of promise every where ? 
Beloved ! flew your spirit by ? 

As when a mother doth explore 

The rose-mark on her long-lost child, 
I met, I loved you, maiden mild ! 

As whom I long had loved before — 
So deeply had I been begpiiled. 

You stood before me like a thought, 
A dream remember'd in a dream. 
But when those meek eyes first did seem 

To tell me. Love within you wrought — 
O Greta, dear domestic stream! 

Has not, since then, Love's prompture deep. 
Has not Love's whisper evermore 
Been ceaseless, as thy gentle roar ? 

Sole voice, when other voices sleep. 
Dear under-song in Clamour's hour. 



i2 
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Hbnbt Hart MilmaW wm born in London, in 1791, and it tha youngest eon or Sir 
Francis Milman, an eminent Physician. He received his early education at a school 
in Greenwich, where Dr. Charles Burney was his tutor. He was afterwards placed at 
Eton ; and in 1810, entered at Brasen-nose College, Oxford. He soon became a dis- 
tinguished scholar ; obtained prises for English and Latin verse, and for English and 
Latin essays ; and gained first honours in the examinations. In 1815, he became a 
fellow of his College ; and in 1 81 7, took holy orders, and was presented to the vicarage of 
St. Mary, Reading. In 1821, he was elected Professor of Poetiy in the University. Mr. 
Miiman's first appearance before the public was as the author of " Faxio," a Tragedy. 
It met with considerable success ; and, after it had passed the ordeal of periodical cri- 
ticism, was produced on the 5th of February, 1818, at Drury Lane Theatre. It was writ- 
ten, he states, ** with some view to the stage ;" it was suocessftil in representation, and is 
still occasionally performed. The nature of his professional duties probably prevented his 
again writing for the stage; but in 1820, he produced another dramatic work, the '* FUl 
of Jerusalem." " Belshazsar," the " Martyr of Antloch," and " Anne Boleyn," are also 
dramatic ; and these, with " Samor, Lord of the Bright City," and a few minor poems, 
comprise the whole of his published poetical productions. Hs has, of late years, ap- 
peaz«d but seldom before the world as an author. In 1830, he published a " History 
of the Jews," a work which gave rise to much controversy, and subjected the writer to 
various attacks, on the ground that he desired to merge the divine in the historian, 
and to exhibit himself as a simple narrator of ikcts,>-without any regard to the source 
whence he derived his materials, as an inspired and infallible record. He was accused 
of treating the Bible as a philosophical enquirer would treat any profane work of anti- 
quity,— as having ascribed to natural causes, events which the Scriptures unequivo- 
cally declare to be miraculous,— and as having, therefore, unwittingly contributed to 
subvert the bulwarks of the faith he was bound, by every consideration of honour 
and consistency, to defend. Such criticisms, however, he ably and eflfectnally com- 



Mr. Milman is still the Vicar of St. Mary, Reading, and in that town he continues 
to reside. He is described as an eloquent preacher, and a xealous cleigyman. In per- 
son he is tall ; his countenance is fine, and expressive ; his manners are distant and 
reserved ; and, however different he may be in the society of his Mends, he is described 
by those who have had but little intercourse with him as perpetually reminding them 
that he is a dignitary of the church to which he belongs; and that he is indisposed 
to touch any thing " common or undean.** 

Mr. Milman is a learned Poet. His study has been the cloister; and neither in the 
city nor the green fields has he sought the Muse. Books, and not men, have been his 
companions. His poems are tine examples of sound intellect and cultivated taste ; 
but we look in vain through them for evidence of inventive power, and originality of 
thought. He is certainly not an enthusiast.— and without enthusiasm there never was 
a true Poet. He brings Truth before us dressed in *' fiairy fiction ;" but he permits her 
to seek her way to the heart without any of those aids which a warm imagination and a 
lively sensibility would have lent her. She leans upon Judgment rather than upon fkncy, 
and appears loath to receive any votaries who would worship " without knowing why, 
or caring wherefore.** In a preiVuw to one of his later poems, Mr. Milman expresses a 
hope that his works " will tend to the advancement of those interests, in subservience 
to which alone our time and talents can be worthily employed, — ^those of piety and re- 
ligion.'* This is honourable to one, whose grand object is to forward, by every means, 
the cause of which he is the chosen advocate ; and, if he had been of a warmer tem- 
perament, he might have brought poetry eflfectually to his aid, — it has often been so 
brought,— in the task he has undertaken. But there is a cold pomp about his writings, 
a frigid dignity of style, and a want of sympathy with human passions and desires,— 
which, unhappily, defeat his purpose. The temple to which he would conduct his fiil- 
lowers, is grand, lofty, and paved with marble ; but it chills us the moment we have 
passed the inner gate. Among religious readers, therefore, Mr. Milman has never been 
popular ; and firom the same causes, added to others, his fame in the world at large is 
not extensive. His mind is of a high order, his knowledge large and ready; but he has 
little skill in mastering the heart, or in controlling the feelings, or in guiling the opi- 
nions of mankind. 
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HYMN. 



Whbn God came down from Heaven — ^the living God- 
What signs and wonders mark'd His stately way ! 

Brake out the winds in music where He trod ? 
Shone o'er the heavens a brighter, softer day ? 

The dumb began to speak, the blind to see. 

And the lame leap*d, and pain and paleness fled ; 

The mourner's sunken eye g^ew bright ynth glee. 
And from the tomb awoke the wondering dead ! 

When God went bacb to Heaven — ^the living God — 
Rode He the Heavens upon a fiery car ? 

Wav^ seraph- wing^ along His glorious road ? 
Stood still to wonder each bright wandering star ? 
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Upon the cross He hung, and bowed the head. 
And pray'd for them that smote, and them tliat curst ; 

And, drop by drop. His slow life-blood was shed. 
And His last hour of sufiering was His worst. 



THE MERRY HEART. 



I WOULD not from the wise require 

The lumber of their learned lore ; 
Nor would I from the rich desire 

A single counter of their store. 
For I have ease, and I have health, 

And I have spirits — flight as air ; 
And more than wisdom, more than wealth, — 

A merry heart, that laughs at care. 

Like other mortals of my kind, 

I've struggled for dame Fortune's favour ; 
And sometimes have been half inclined 

To rate her for her ill behaviour. 
But life was short, — I thought it folly 

To lose its moments in despair ; 
So slipp'd aside from melancholy. 

With merry heart, that laugh'd at care. 

And once, 'tis true, two 'witching eyes 

Surprised me in a luckless season ; 
Tnm'd all my mirth to lonely sighs. 

And quite subdued my better reason. 
Yet 'twas but love could make me grieve. 

And love, you know, 's a reason fair ; 
And much improved, as I believe. 

The merry heart, that laugh'd at care. 

So now from idle wishes clear, 

I make the good I may not find : 
Adown the stream I gently steer. 

And shift my sail with every wind. 
And half by nature, half by reason. 

Can still with pliant heart prepare. 
The mind, attuned to every season. 

The merry heart, that laughs at care. 
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Yet, wrap me in your sweetest dream. 

Ye social feelings of the mind ; 
Give, sometimes give, yoxur sunny gleam, 

And let the rest good-humour find. 
Yes, — ^let me hail and welcome give 

To every joy my lot may share ; 
And pleased and pleasing let me live 

With merry heart, that laughs at care. 



THE LOVE OP GOD. 



liOVB Thee !— oh, Thou, the world's eternal Sire ! 
Whose palace is the vast infinity ; 
Tune, space, height, depth, oh, God ! are full of Thee, 
And sun-eyed seraphs tremhle and admire. 
Love Thee ! — ^but Thou art girt with vengeful fire. 
And mountains quake, and banded nations fiee ; 
And terror shakes the wide unfathom'd sea. 
When the heavens rock with Thy tempestuous ire. 
Oh, Thou ! — ^too vast for thought to comprehend. 
That wast ere time, — shalt be when time is o'er ; 
Ages and worlds begin — ^grow old — and end, — 
Systems and suns Thy changeless throne before. 
Commence and close their cycles : — ^lost, I bend 
To earth my prostrate soul, and shudder and adore ! 

II. 

Low Thee !^-oh, clad in human lowliness, — 
In whom each heart its mortal kindred knows, — 
Our fiesh, our form, our tears, our pains, our woes ; 
A fellow- wanderer o'er earth's wilderness ! 
Love Thee ! — ^whose every word but breathes to bless ! 
Through Thee, from long-seal'd lips, glad language fiows ; 
The blind their eyes, that laugh with light, unclose ; 
And babes, unchid. Thy garment's hem caress. 
I see The& — doom'd by bitterest pangs to die. 
Up the sad hill, with willing footsteps move. 
With scourge, and taunt, and wanton agony ; 
While the cross nods, in hideous gloom, above. 
Though all — even there — ^be radiant Deity ! 
Speechless I gaze, and my whole soul is love \ 
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I nuj ftato, with natural end pardonable pride, that while Editor of the Ksw 
MovTHLT Maoaxxvk, it*wat my fortunate piivilege to direct to thia extraordinaiy 
and highly-gifted man the public attention he liad long, but vainly, courted. In 
April, 1831, a letter reviewing hia poetry waa addresaed to Dr. Southey, by one of the 
moat aoeompliahed writen of the age, and published in that Periodical. Ftom the day 
of ita ^ipearance, the world wondered what strange fatality had hitherto obscured his 
genius; it was at once acknowledged* and hia ** earnest perseverance" recompensed. 
His Poems have been recently collected into three volumes *. 

It is Impossible to avoid some comment on the harsh, ungenerous, and we must add, 
nn-EngUsh, political principles, which so continually influence, so thoroughly teturate, 
and so essentially impair the Poetry of the Rhymer. In his "Corn-Law Rhymes,'* and 
the Poems avowedly poUticai, we look ibr and pardon his strong and ungentle opinions ; 
but he can rarely ramble through a green lane, climb the mountain's brow, or revel 
amid the luxuries of nature, without giving them exptession. He has wooed Liberty 
with an unchaste pasaion. His fancy is haunted by images of tyrant-kings, tax-fed 
aristocrats, and bigotted oppressors. 

StiU, with the highest and the moat enduring of British Poets,*we must claas Ebe- 
neaer EUiott. Among his Poems there are many glorious and true transeripta of 
nature ; full of pathos and beauty, vigorous and original i n thought ; and clear, eloquent, 
and impassioned in language. His feelings, though at times kindly and gentle, are 
more often dark, menacing, and stem ; but they are never grovelling or low. He haa 
keen and burning sympathies; but unhappily he forgets that the high-bom and 
wealthy claim them and deserve them, as well aa the poor, and those who are mora 
directly " bread-taxed ;"->that suffering is the common lot of humanity. 
• Bn\iamln StcUl, mtemortfr Rov. 1S35 
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ELLIOTT. 

THE W0NDBR8 OF THB LANB. 

Strong climber of the mountain's side. 

Though thou thp vale disdain. 
Yet walk with me where hawthorn^ hide 

The wonders of the lane. 
High o'er the rushy springs of Don 

The stormy gloom is roU'd ; 
The moorland hath not yet put on 

His purple, green, and gold. 
But here the titling spreads his wing. 

Where dewy daisies gleam ; 
And here the sun-flower of the spring • 

Bums bright in morning's beam. 
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To momitaiii winds the fkmiflh'd fox 

Complains that Sol is slow. 
O'er h«idlong steeps and gushing rocks 

His royal robe to throw. 
Bat here the lizard seeks the siin» 

Here coils in light the snake ; 
And here the fire-tuft hath begun 

Its beauteous nest to make. 
Oh, then, while hums the earliest bee 

Where Terdure fires the plain. 
Walk thou with me, and stoop to see 

The glories of the lane ! 
For, oh, I love these banks of rock. 

This roof of sky and tree. 
These tufts, where sleeps the gloaming clock, 

And wakes the earliest bee ! 
As spirits from eternal day 

Look down on earth secure ; 
Gaze thou, and wonder, and survey 

A world in miniature ; 
A world not scom'd by Him who made 

Even weakness by his might ; 
But solemn in his depth of shade. 

And splendid in his light. 
Light ! not alone on clouds afu- 

O'er storm-lov'd mountains spread. 
Or widely teaching sun and star 

Thy glorious thoughts are read ; 
Oh, no ! thou art a wondrous book. 

To sky, and sea, and land — 
A page on which the angels look. 

Which insects understand ! 
And here, oh. Light ! minutely fair. 

Divinely plain and clear. 
Like splinters of a crystal hair. 

Thy bright small hand is here. 
Yon drop-fed lake, six inches wide, 

Is Huron, girt with wood ; 
This driplet feeds Missouri's tide — 

And that, Niagara's flood. 
What tidings from the Andes brings 

Yon line of liquid light. 
That down from heav'n in madness flings 

The blind foam of its might ? 
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Do I not hear his thunder roll — 

The roar that ne'er is still ? 
Tia mute as death ! — ^but in my soul 

It roars, and ever will. 
What forests tall of tiniest moss 

Clothe every little stone ! 
What pigmy oaks their foliage toss 

O'er pigmy valleys lone ! 
With shade o'er shade, from ledge to ledge. 

Ambitious of the sky, 
They feather o'er the steepest edge 

Of mountains mushroom high. 
Oh, God of marvels ! who can tell 

What myriad living things 
On these grey stones unseen may dwell ! 

What nations, with their kings ! 
I fed no shock, I hear no groan 

While fate perchance o'erwhelms 
Empires on this subverted stone — 

A hundred ruin'd realms ! 
Lo 1 in that dot, some mite, like me, 

Impell'd by woe or whim. 
May crawl, some atoms' difis to see — 

A tiny world to him ! 
Lo ! while he pauses, and admires 

The works of nature's might, 
Spum'd by my foot, his world expires. 

And all to him is night ! 
Oh, God of terrors ! what are we ? — 

Poor insects, spark'd with thought ! 
Thy whisper. Lord, a word from thee. 

Could smite us into nought ! 
But shouldst thou wreck our father-land, 

And mix it with the deep. 
Safe in the hollow of thine hand 

Thy little ones would sleep. 
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THB DTINQ BOY TO THE SLOE BLOSSOM. 

Bbforb thy leaves thou com'st once more. 

White blossom of the sloe ! 
Thy leaves will come as heretofore ; 
Bat this poor heart, its troubles o'er, 
WiU then lie low. 

A month at least before thy time 

Thou com'st, pale flower, to me ; 
For well thou know'st the frosty rime 
Will blast me ere my vernal prime, 
No more to be. 

Why here in winter ? No storm lours 

O'er nature's silent shroud ! 
But blithe larks meet the sunny showers. 
High o*er the doomed untimely flowers 
In beauty bowed. 

Sweet violets in the budding grove 

Peep where the glad waves run ; 

The wren below, the thrush above. 

Of bright to-morrow's joy and love 

Sing to the sun. 

And where the rose-leaf, ever bold. 

Hears bees chaunt hymns to God, 
The breeze-bowed palm, mossed o'er with gold. 
Smiles o'er the well in summer cold. 
And daisied sod. 

But thou, pale blossom, thou art come. 

And flowers in winter blow. 
To tell me that the worm makes room 
For me, her brother, in the tomb. 
And thinks me slow. 

For as the rainbow of the dawn 

Foretels an eve of tears, 
A sunbeam on the saddened lawn 
I smile, and weep to be withdrawn 
In early years. 
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Thy leayes will come ! but songful spriog 

Will see no leaf of mine ; 
Her bells will ring, her bride's-maids sing. 
When my young leaves are withering 
Where no suns shine. 



Oh, might I breathe mom's dewy breath. 

When June's sweet Sabbaths chime ! 
But, thine before my time, oh, death ! 
I go where no flow'r blossometh. 
Before my time. 

Even as the blushes of the mom 

Vanish, and long ere noon 
The dew-drop diel£ on the thorn. 
So fair I bloomed ; and was I bora 
To die as soon ? 



To love my mother, and to die — 

To perish in my bloom ! 
Is this my sad,. brief history ! — 
A tear dropped from a mother's eye 
Into the tomb. 

He lived and loved — will sorrow say — 

By early sorrow tried ; 
He smiled, he sighed, he past away : 
His life was but an April day, — 
He loved, and died ! 

My mother smiles, then turns away. 

But turns away to weep : 
They whisper round me — ^what they say 
I need not hear, for in the day 
I soon must sleep. 

O, love is sorrow ! sad it is 

To be both tried and true ; 
I ever trembled in my bliss : 
Now there are farewells in a kiss, — 
They sigh adieu. 
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Bat woodbines flaunt when blue bells fade. 

Where Don reflects the skies ; 
And many a youth in Shire-clifls' shade 
Will ramble where my boyhood played. 
Though Alfred dies. 

Then panting woods the breeze will feel. 

And bowers, as heretofore. 
Beneath their load of roses reel : 
But I through woodbined lanes shall steal 
No more, no more. 

Well, lay me by my brother's side. 
Where late we stood and wept ; 
For I was stricken when he died, — 
I felt the arrow as he sighed 
His last, and slept. 



A POET'S EPITAPH. 



Stop, Mortal ! Here thy brother lies. 

The Poet of the poor. 
His books were risers, woods, and skies. 

The meadow, and the moor ; 
His teachers were the torn heart's wail. 

The tyrant, and the slave. 
The street, the factory, the jail, 

The palace — and the grave ! 
Sin met thy brother every where ! 

And is thy brother blamed ? 
From passion, danger, doubt, and care. 

He no exemption claim'd. 
The meanest thing, earth's feeblest worm. 

He fear'd to scorn or hate ; 
But, honouring in a peasant's form 

The equal of the great. 
He bless'd the Steward, whose wealth makes 

The poor man's little more ; 
Yet loath'd the haughty wretch that takes 

From plunder'd labour's store. 
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A hand to do, a head to plan, 

A heart to feel and dare — 
Tell man's worst foes, here lies the man 

Who drew them as they are. 



TO THB BRAMBLE rLOWBR. 

Tht fruit fall well the school-boy knows. 

Wild bramble of the brake ! 
So, put thou forth thy small white rose ; 

I love it for his sake. 
Though woodbines flaunt, and roses glow 

O'er all the fragrant bowers. 
Thou need'st not be ashamed to show 

Thy satin-threaded flowers ; 
For dull the eye, the heart is dull 

That cannot feel how fair. 
Amid all beauty beautiful. 

Thy tender blossoms are ! 
How delicate thy gauzy frill ! 

How rich thy branchy stem ! 
How soft thy voice, when woods are still, 

And thou sing'st hymns to them i 
While silent showers are falling slow. 

And 'mid the general hush, 
A sweet air lifts the little bough. 

Lone whispering through the bush ! 
The primrose to the grave is gone ; 

The hawthorn flower is dead ; 
The violet by the moss'd grey stone 

Hath laid her weary head ; 
But thou, wild bramble ! back dost bring. 

In all their beauteous power. 
The fresh green days of life's fair spring. 

And boyhood's blossomy hour. 
Scom'd bramble of the brake ! once more 

Thou bid'st me be a boy. 
To gad with thee the woodlands o'er, 

In freedom and in joy. 
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of hit wTitingt, and the teitimony of many friendi, prove it to have heen so. He 
died at hit reiidence in Islington, on the 27th of December, 18S4. Hit personal ap- 
pearance was remarkable : his ilgare was diminutiTe and ungraceful ; but his head 
was of the finest and most intellectual cast ; " his face," writes one of his roost esteemed 
AriendSy " was deeply marked and full of noUe lines,— traces of sensibility, imagina- 
tion, sufbring, and much thought. His wit was in his eye, luminous, quick, and rest- 
less. The smile that played about his mouth was ever cordial and good-humoured.** 
L^gti Hunt has h^tplly eharactertxed both his person and his mind ;— " as his frame 
to 18 his genius. It is as fit for thought as can be, and equally as unfit for action." 

The Poetical productions of Charles Lamb are very limited ; but they are sufficient 
both in quantity and quality to secure for him a prominent station among the Poets 
of Great Britain. He did not consider it beneath him to scribble " Album verses;** 
but his Judgment in publishing them has been arraigned. If among them we find a 
few puerilities, and numerous •afl'ectations, it will not require a very close search to 
perceive many gracefiil and beautlfol flowers lurking under leaves which are certainly 
uninviting. He loved to trifle, both in verse and prose ; yet his trifling was that of a 
philoiopher,~de8irlng to unbend, but retaining a consciousness of power. 
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LAMB. 

TH£ GIPSY'S MALISON. 

•• Suck, baby, suck, mother's love grows by giving. 

Drain the sweet founts that only thrive by wasting ; 
Black manhood comes, when riotous guilty living 

Hands thee the cup that shall be death in tasting. 
Kiss, baby, kiss, moUier's lips shine by kisses. 

Choke the warm breath that else would fall in blessings ; 
Black manhood comes, when tucbulent guilty blisses 

Tend thee the kiss that poisons 'mid caressings. 

L 
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Whsn maidens such as Hester die. 
Their place ye may not well supply. 
Though ye among a thousand try, 
With vain endeavour. 

A month or more hath she been dead. 
Yet cannot I by force be led 
To think upon the wormy bed. 
And her together. 

A springy motion in her gait, 
A rising step, did indicate 
Of pride and joy no common rate. 
That flush'd her spirit. 

I know not by what name beside 
I shall it call : — if 'twas not pride» 
It was a joy to that allied. 
She did inherit. 

Her parents held the Quaker rule. 
Which doth the human feeling cool. 
But she was train'd in Nature's school. 
Nature had blest her. 

A waking eye, a prying mind, 
A heart that stirs, is hard to bind, 
A hawk's keen sight ye cannot blind. 
Ye could not Hester. 

My sprightly neighbour, gone before 
To that unknown and silent shore. 
Shall we not meet, as heretofore. 
Some summer morning. 

When from thy cheerful eyes a ray 
Hath struck a bliss upon the day, 
A bliss that would not go away, 
A sweet fore- warning ? 
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Was it some sweet device of fa^ry 

That mocked my steps with many a lonely glade» 

And fancied wanderings with a fair hair'd maid ? 

Have these things been ? or what rare witchery, 

Impregning with delights the charmed air, 

£nlighted up the semblance of a smile 

In those fine eyes ? methought they spake the while 

Soft soothing things, which might enforce despair 

To drop the murdering knife, and let go by 

His foul resolve. And does the lonely glade 

Still court the footsteps of the fair hair'd maid ? 

Still in her locks the gales of summer sigh ? 

While 1 forlorn do wander reckless where. 

And 'mid my wanderings meet no Anna there. 



Mbthinks how dainty sweet it were, reclin'd 

Beneath the vast out-stretching branches high 

Of some old wood, in careless sort to lie. 

Nor of the busier scenes we left behind 

Aught envying. And, O Anna ! mild eyed maid ! 

Beloved ! I were well content to play 

With thy free tresses all a summer's day, 

Losing ^e time beneath the greenwood shade. 

Or we might sit and tell some tender tale 

Of faithful vows repaid by cruel scorn, 

A tale of true love, or of friend forgot ; 

And I woidd teach thee, lady, how to rail 

In gentle sort, on those who practise not 

Or love or pity, though of woman bom. 



When last I roved these winding wood walks green 
Green winding walks, and shady pathways sweet, 
Oft-times would Anna seek the silent scene. 
Shrouding her beauties in the lone retreat. 
No more I hear her footsteps in the shade : 
Her image only in these pleasant ways 
Meets me self-wandering, where, in happier days, 
I held free converse with the fair-hair d maid. 
l2 
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I passed the little cottage which she lov'd, 
The cottage which did once my all contain ; 
It spake of days which ne'er must come again. 
Spake to my heart, and much my heart was moved. 
" Now fair heM thee» gentle maid!" said I, 
And from the cottage turned me with a sigh. 



ON AN INPANT DYINO AS BOON AS BORN. 

I SAW where in the shroud did lurk 

A carious frame of Nature's work. 

A flow'ret crushed in the hud, 

A nameless piece of hahyhood. 

Was in her cradle-coffin lying : 

Extinct, with scarce the sense of dying : 

So soon to exchange the imprisoning womh 

For darker closets of the tomb ! 

She did hut ope an eye, and put 

A clear beam forth, Uien straight up shut 

For the long dark : ne'er more to see 

Through glasses of mortality. 

Riddle of destiny, who can show 

What thy short visit meant, or know 

What thy errand here below ? 

Shall we say, that Nature blind 

Check'd her hand, and changed her mind. 

Just when she had exactly wrought 

A finish'd pattern without fault ? 

Coidd she flag, or could she tire. 

Or lack'd she the Promethean ^ 

(With her nine moons' long workings sicken'd) 

That should thy little limbs have quicken'd ?) 

Limbs so firm, they seem'd to assure 

Life 6f health, and days mature : 

Woman's self in miniature ! 

Limbs so fedr, they might supply 

(Themselves now but cold imagery) 

The sculptor to make beauty by. 

Or did the stem-eyed Fate descry, 

That babe, or mother, one must die ; 

So in mercy left the stock. 

And cut the branch ; to save the shock 
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Of yoang years widow'd ; and the pain, 

When single state comes back again 

To the lone man» who, 'reft of wife. 

Thenceforward drags a maimed life ? 

The economy of Heaven is dark ; 

And wisest clerks have miss'd the mark, 

Why human buds, like this, should fall. 

More brief than fly ephemera]. 

That has his day ; while shriverd crones 

Stiffen with age to stocks and stones ; 

And crabbed use the conscience sears 

In sinners of an hundred years. 

Mother's prattle, mother's kiss. 

Baby fond, thou ne'er wilt miss. 

Rites, which custom does impose. 

Silver bells and baby clothes ; 

Coral redder than those lips. 

Which pale death did late eclipse ; 

Music framed for infants' glee. 

Whistle never tuned for thee ; 

Though thou want'st not, thou shalt have them. 

Loving hearts were they which gave them. 

Let not one be missing ; nurse. 

See them laid upon the hearse 

Of infant slain by doom perverse. 

Why should kings and nobles have 

Pictured trophies to their grave ; 

And we, churls, to thee deny 

Thy pretty toys with thee to lie, 

A more harmless vanity ? 
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J A MM MovTooMBET wu bom iu Irvine, Aynhire, In 1771. HU parents belonged 
to the church of the United Brethren, commonly called Moravian!, — a sect by no means 
numerous tn England* and still more limited in Scotland. Having previously aqjoumed 
for a short time at a village in the Irish county of Antrim, they placed the fbture Poet 
at the school of their society, at Fulnlck, near Leeds, and embarked ibr the West-In- 
dies, as missionaries among the negro slaves. They were the victims of their seal and 
humanity; the husband died in Barbadoes, and the wilie in Tobago. 

After remaining two years at Fulnick, and, Uke other men of genius, disiqipolnting 
the expectations of his fiiends, as a student " fh>m very indolence," he was placed by 
them in a retail shop at Mirfldd, near Wakeiield. This ungenial employment he con- 
sidered himself— not being under indentures-^t liberty to relinquish at the end of two 
years, with a view to try his fortune in the great world. After spending other two 
years at a village near Rotherham, and a few months with a bookseller in London, he 
engaged as an assistant with Mr. Joseph Oales, of Sheffidd, who published a news- 
paper ;~-to the management of which, in 1794, he succeeded. This, though con- 
ducted with comparative moderation, exposed him to much enmity— rather inherited 
from his predecessor than actually incurred by himself. The liberty of the press, 
in those days, was, like Faith, " the substance of things hoped for ;" a sentence of 
condemnation, or even a word of reproach against men In *' high places," was punished 
as libellous. Montgomery did not Indeed share the fhte of some of his stem sectarian 
foreiiithers ; but, in lieu of maiming and pillory, he had to endure fine and Imprison- 
ment. Within eighteen months, and when he had scarcely arrived at manhood, his 
exertions in the cause of rational Iteedom had twice consigned him to a gaol. During 
the thirty years that fdUowed, however, he was permitted to publish his opinions— 
without being the object of open persecution. Wearied out, at length, he relinquished 
his newspaper, in 1825. Recently one of the government grants to British Worthies has 
been conferred upon him ; and— ^It must be recorded to his honour— by Sir B^ibeit 
Peel. The Poet continues to reside in Sheffield,— esteemed, admired, and beloved : a 
man of purer mind, or more unsuspected integrity, never existed. He is an honour 
to the profession of letters ; and, by the upright and unimpeachable tenor of his UliB — 
even more than by his writings— the persuasive and convincing advocate of religion. 
In his personal q>pearance, Montgomery is rather below than above the middle sta- 
ture: his countenance Is peculiarly bland and tranquil; and, but for the oocasional 
sparklings of a clear grey eye, it could scarcely be described as expressive. 

Very early in life Montgomery published a volume of poems. They were not, it 
would appear, fisvouraUy received by the public ; and, he writes, the disappointment 
of his premature poetical hopes brought with it a blight, which his mind has never 
recovered. " For many years," he adds, " I was as mute as a moulting bird ; and 
when the power of song returned, it was without the energy, self-confidence, and 
freedom, which happier minstrels among my contemporaries have manifested." The 
Wanderer of Switxerland was published in 1806 ; the West Indies, In 1810 ; the World 
before the Flood, in 181S ; Greenland, in 1819; the Pelican Island, in 1827 : he has 
since contented himself with the production of occasional verses. 

Those who can distinguish the fine gold from the " sounding brass" of poetiy, must 
place the name of James Montgomery high in the Ust of British Poets; and those 
who consider that the chiefest duty of such Is to promote the cause of religion, vir- 
tue, and humanity, must acknowledge in him one of their most lealous and efficient 
advocates. He does nqt. Indeed, often aim at bolder flights of imagination ; but if he 
seldom rises above, he never sinks beneath, the object of which he desires the attain- 
ment. If he rarely startles us, he still more rarely leaves us dissatisfied; he does 
not attempt that to which his powers are unequal,— and therefore is, at all times, 
successftd. To the general reader, it will seem as if the early bias of his mind and his 
first assodationa had tinged— we may not say tainted — the source fh>m whence he 
drew his Inspirations, and that his poems are " sicklied o'er" with peculiar impres- 
sions and opinions which fall to excite the sympathy of the great mass of mankind. 
We should, however, recollect, that, although he has chiefly addressed himself to 
those who Uiink with him, his popularity is by no means confined to them ; but that 
those who read poetry for the delight it affords them, and without any reference to his 
leading design, acknowledge his merit, and contribute to his fkme. 
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THE GRAVE. 



Thbre 18 a calm for those ^ho weep, 
A rest for weary pUgrims found, — 
They softly lie and sweetly sleep 

Low in the ground. 

The storm that wrecks the winter sky 
No more disturbs their deep repose. 
Than summer evening's latest sigh 

That shuts the rose. 

I long to lay this painful head 

And aching heart beneath the soil, — 

To slumber in that dreamless bed. 

From all my toil. 
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For misery stole me at my birth, 
And cast me helpless on the wild : 
I perish ! O my mother earth 

Take home thy child ! 

On thy dear lap these limbs reclined. 
Shall gently moulder into thee ; 
Nor leave one wretched trace behind 
Resembling me. 

Hark ! a strange sound affri^ts mine ear ; 
My pulse, — my brain runs wild, — I rave : 
Ah ! who art thou whose voice I hear ? 

" I AM THB ORAVB ! 

" The Gravb, that never spake before. 
Hath found at length a tongue to chide : 
O listen ! I wiU speak no more ; — 

Be silent. Pride ! 

** Art thou a wrbtch of hope forlorn. 
The victim of consuming care ? 
Is thy distracted conscience torn 

By fell despair ? 

" Do foul misdeeds of former times 
Wring with remorse thy gwlty breast ? 
And ghosts of unforgiven crimes 

Murder thy rest ? 

" Lash'd by the furies of the mind. 

From wrath and vengeance would'st thou flee ? 
Ah ! think not, hope not, fool, to find 
A friend in me : 

*' By all the terrors of the tomb, — 
Beyond the power of tongue to tell : 
By the dread secrets of my womb ; 

By death and hell 

" I charge thee livb ! repent and pray. 
In dust thine infamy deplore : 
There yet is mercy, — ^go thy way. 

And sin no more. 
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" Art thou a wandbrer ? — ^hast thou seen 
O'erwhelming tempests drown thy bark ? 
A shipwreck'd sufferer, hast thou been 

Misfortune's mark ? 

" Art thou a mourner ? — ^hast thou known 
The joy of innocent delights ; 
£ndearing days for ever flown. 

And tranquil nights ? 

" O live ! — ^and deeply cherish still 
The sweet remembrance of the past : 
Rely on Heaven's unchanging will 

For peace at last. 

" Though long of winds and waves the sport, 
Condemn'd in wretchedness to roam ; 
Live ! thou shalt reach a sheltering port, — 
A quiet home. 

" To Friendship didst thou trust thy fame. 
And was thy friend a deadly foe, — 
Who stole into thy breast, to aim 

A surer blow ? 

" Live ! — and repine not o'er his loss, — 
A loss unworthy to be told : 
Thou hast mistaken sordid dross 

For friendship's gold. 

" Seek the true treasure, seldom found. 
Of power the fiercest griefe to calm ; 
And soothe the bosom's deepest wound 

With heavenly balm. 

" Did Woman's charms thy youth beguile, — 
And did the fisdr one faithless prove ? 
Hath she betra/d thee with a smile. 

And sold thy love ? 

" Live ! 'Twas a false bewildering fire ; 
Too often Love's insidious dart 
Tfarills the fond soul with wild desire, — 
But kills the heart. 
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•* Thou yet shalt know how sweet, how dear. 
To gaze on listening Beauty's eye ; 
To ask, — and pause in hope and fear 
Till she reply. 

*' A nobler flame shall warm thy breast, — 
A brighter maiden faithful prove ; 
Thy youth, thine age, shall yet be blest 
In woman's love. 

•• Whate'er thy lot— whoe'er thou be, 
Confess thy folly, — ^kiss the rod ; 
And in thy chastening sorrows see 

The hand of God. 

" A bruised reed He will not break, — 
Afflictions all his children feel : 
He wounds them for his mercy's sake, — 
He wounds to heal. 

" Humbled beneath his mighty hand. 
Prostrate his Providence adore : 
Tis done ! Arise ! Hs bids thee stand. 
To fedl no more. 

" Now, traveller in the vale of tears. 
To realms of everlasting light. 
Through Time's dark wilderness of years 
Pursue thy flight. 

" There is a calm for those who weep, 
A rest for weary pilgrims found ; 
And while the mouldering ashes sleep 

Low in the ground, 

" The Soul, of origin divine, 

God's glorious image, freed from clay. 
In heaven's eternal sphere shaU shine 
A star of day. 

*• The SUN is but a spark of fire, — 
A transient meteor in the sky : 
The SOUL, immortal as its Sire, 

Shall nevbr dib !'* 
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Friend after friend departs ; 

Who hath not lost a friend ? 
There is no union here of hearts. 

That finds not here an end : 
Were this frail world our only rest, — ' 
Living or dying, none "were blest. 

Beyond the flight of time. 

Beyond this vale of death, — 
There surely is some blessed dime, . * .r 

Where life is not a breath ; . 

Nor life's affections transient fire. 
Whose sparks fly upward to expire. 

There is a world above. 

Where parting is unknown, — 
A whole eternity of love, 

Form'd for the good alone ; 
And faith beholds the dying here 
Translated to that happier sphere. 

Thus star by star declines. 

Till all are pass'd away, 
As morning high and higher shines 

To pure and perfect day ; 
Nor sink those stars in empty night, — 
They hide themselves in heaven's own light. 



At fond sixteen my roving heart 
Was pierced by Love's delightful dart ; 
Keen transport throbb'd through every vein, 
I never felt so sweet a pain ! 

Where circling woods embower'd the glade, 
I met the dear romantic maid ; 
T stole her hand, — it shrunk ! — ^but no ; 
I would not let my captive go. 
m2 
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With all the fervency of youth. 
While passion told the tale of trath ; 
I mark'd my Hannah's downcast eye, — 
'Twas kind, but beautifully shy. 

Not with a warmer, purer ray. 
The sun, enamour'd, woos young May ; 
Nor May, with softer maiden grace. 
Turns from the Sun her blushmg face. 

But, swifter than the frighted dove. 
Fled the gay morning of my love ; 
Ah ! that so bright a mom, so soon 
Should vanish in so dark a noon ! 



The angel of affliction rose. 
And in his grasp a thousand woes ; 
He pour'd his vial on my head. 
And all the. heaven of rapture fled. 



Yet, in the glory of my pride, 

I stood, — and all his wrath defied : 

I stood, — though whirlwinds shook my brain. 

And lightnings cleft my soul in twain. 

I shunn'd my nymph ; — and knew not why 
I durst not meet her gentle eye ; 
I shunn'd her, — for I could not bear 
To marry her to my despair. 

Yet, sick at heart with hope delayed. 
Oft the dear image of that maid 
Glanced, like the rainbow, o'er my mind. 
And promised happiness behind. 

The storm blew o'er, and in my breast 
The halcyon Peace rebuilt her nest : 
The storm blew o*er, and clear and mild 
The sea of youth and pleasure smiled. 
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'Twas on the merry mom of May, 
To Hamiah's cot I took my way : 
My eager hopes were on the wing, 
like swallows sporting in the spring. 

Then as I dimb'd the mountains o'er, 
I liVd my wooing days once more ; 
And fancy sketch'd my married lot, — 
My wife, my children, and my cot. 

I saw the village steeple rise, — 
My soul sprang, sparkling, in my eyes ; 
The rural beUs rang sweet and clear, — 
My fond heart listened in mine ear. 

I reach'd the hamlet ; — all was gay : 

I love a rustic holiday ; 

I met a wedding, — stepp'd aside ; 

It pass'd, — ^my Hannah was the bride ! 

— ^There is a grief that cannot feel, — 
It leaves a wound that will not heal : 
— My heart grew cold, — ^it felt not then ; 
When shall it cease to feel again ? 
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Hevet Kiekx Whits was bora, on the Slct of Auguit, 1785, at Nottlngfaam, vheie 
his fSsther was a batcher. He gave early tokens of the genius Ibr which he was after- 
wards distingaished ; and had written verses when searcely more than a child. While 
at school and wooing the Muses, however, his spirit was subdued by liis occupation ; 
on one whole day in every week, and during his leisure hours on the others, he was 
compelled to carry out the butcher's basket ; this drudgery he was forced to exchange 
for one scarcely less repulsive ; at the age of fourteen, the loom of a hosier was selected 
as a fitting labour for this '* darling of Science and the Muse :" his mother, however, 
felt that his yearnings after (kme were indications of a higher destiny, and succeeded 
in placing him in the office of an attorney. Here he earnestly laboured to acquire 
knowledge; soon " learned to read Horace with tolerable flicility, and made some 
progress in Greek;" obtained an insight into several of the sciences; and became 
so conspicuous at the age of fifteen, as to be elected one of six professors in the Li- 
terary Society of his native town. Having already felt a consciousness of his natural 
powers, his mind was directed towards the Universities,— he was ambitious of aca- 
demic distinction, yet with a very remote hope of ever attaining it. Having printed 
some prose and poetry in several of the Magaadnes, he was induced, in 1803, to endea- 
vour to forward his darling placed by publishing a small volume. The volume was 
harshly handled by a critic in the Monthly Review, and the hopes and aspirations of 
the youth seemed for a time crushed for ever. Events which appear the most ruinous 
axe often the most propitious. The ungentle usage the young Poet had received, at- 
tracted towards him a ftiend, who was not only kind and generous, but already In the 
xenith of his reputation ; the friend was Robert Southey, a man, who, from that day to 
this, seems to have considered it a leading duty of his life, and the highest recom- 
pense of hU genius, to assist young strugglers after fhme through the slough of des- 
pond which so contfaiually surrounds them. His Memoir of White is one of the most 
exquisite examples of biography the English language can supply ; and does as much 
honour to the living, as to the memory of the deceased, Poet. White achieved his 
o1|)ect ; was entered at St. John's College, Cambridge, and rapidly obtained the highest 
honours the University could confer upon him. All the wasting anxieties of years 
were now rewarded— the bud had blossomed— and the obscure and flriendless youth 
found Csme and '* admiring friends." But the penalty was yet to be exacted: the 
ardour with wliich he had studied — the eager longings after Immortality— the un- 
subdued resolve to be " marked among men," had weakened his frame ;— life was 
the price he paid for distinction ; and 

** Sdence idf daititqred her ftvouiltB Km." 

On the 19th of October, 1806, he died : " his death," says Dr. Southey, " U to be 
lamented as a loss to English literature ;" he adds, that " his virtues were as admirable 
as his genius." " Distress and poverty," says another great authority, " could not 
impair his mind— which death Itself destroyed rather than subdued." 

Nearly all the Poems of Henry Kirke White were written before he attained the age 
of nineteen. When he entered College, he was advised " to stifle his poetic fire for 
severer and more important studies — to lay a billet on the embers until he had taken 
his degree, and then he might fan it into a flame again." This advice he followed so 
scrupulously, that a few " fragments" are the only produce of his maturer years. His 
'* Remains," have been among the most popular productions of the age : edition after 
edition has been called for ; and a collection of the Works of British Poets would be im- 
perfect if it did not contain the Poems of this " marvellous boy,"— the martyr-student, 
the endowments of whose mind were even surpassed by the generosiQr of his nature, 
the sweetness of his disposition, the soimdness of his principles, and the fervency of 
his piety. His poetical talent was but one of many rare excellences ; a character more 
perfect, in every sense of the word, has rarely fallen under the notice of the biographer. 
Had he lived to enter the sacred profession, which latterly became the engrossing ob- 
ject of his thoughts, he would have been one of its brightest ornaments ; and it is cer- 
tain that he must have occupied a foremost station among the Poets of his country. 
As it is, he has left us abundant proofs of the wisdom of virtue ; his upright conduct, 
no less than his genius, drew friends around him ; and it is to the former, even more 
than to the latter, that his memory is indebted for one of the most valuable tributes 
that ever came from the pen of a public writer. 
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DESCRIPTION OF A SUMMER'S EYE. 

Down the sultry arc of day 

The burning wheels have urged their way. 

And Eve along the western skies 

Spreads her intermingling dyes ; 

Down the deep, the miry lane, 

Creaking comes the empty wain. 

And driver on the shaft-horse sits. 

Whistling now and then by fits ; 

And oft, with his accustomed call. 

Urging on the sluggish Ball. 

The bam is still, — fiie master's gone, — 

And thresher puts his jacket on ; 

While Dick, upon the ladder tal]. 

Nails the dead kite to the wall. 
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Here comes shepherd Jack at last. 
He has penn'd tiie sheepcot fast ; 
For 'twas but two nights before 
A lamb was eaten on the moor : 
His empty wallet Rover carries, — 
Now for Jack, when near home, tarries ; 
With lolling tongue he runs to try 
If the horse-trough be not dry. 
The milk is settled in the pans. 
And supper messes in the cans ; 
In the hovel carts are wheel'd» 
And both the colts are drove a-field : 
The horses are all bedded up. 
And the ewe is with the tup. 
The snare for Mister Fox is set. 
The leaven laid, the thatching wet, 
And Bess has slink'd away to talk 
With Roger in the holly walk. 

Now on the settle all but Bess 
Are set, to eat their supper mess ; 
And little Tom and roguish Kate 
Are swinging on the meadow gate. 
Now they chat of various things, — 
Of taxes, ministers, and kings ; 
Or else tell all the village news, — 
How madam did the 'squire refuse. 
How parson on his tithes was bent. 
And landlord oft distrain'd for rent. 
Thus do they, till in the sky 
The pale-eyed moon is mounted high ; 
And from the ale-house drunken Ned 
Had reel'd ; — then hasten all to bed. 
The mistress sees that lazy Kate, 
The happing coal on kitchen grate 
Has laid, — ^while master goes throughout. 
Sees shutters fast, the mastiff out ; 
The candles safe, the hearths all clear, 
And nought ft-om thieves or fire to fear : 
Then both to bed together creep. 
And join the general troop of sleep. 
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THE SAVOYARD'S RBTURN. 

O ! YONDKR is the well-knowii spot, 

My dear, my long-lost native home ; 
Oh, welcome is yon little cot. 

Where I shall rest — ^no more to roam I 
Oh, I have travell'd far and wide. 

O'er many a distant foreign land ; 
Each place, each province I have tried. 

And sung and danced my saraband ! 
But all their charms could not prevail 
To steal my heart from yonder vale. 

Of distant climes the fedse report. 

Allured me from my native laud ; 
It bade me rove — ^my sole support 

My cymbals and my saraband. 
The woody dell, the hanging rock, 

The cliamois skipping o'er the heights ; 
The plain adom'd with many a flock. 

And oh ! a thousand more delights 
That grace yon dear belov'd retreat. 
Have backward won my weary feet. 

Now safe retum'd with wandering tired. 

No more my little home I'll leave ; 
And many a tale of what I've seen 

Shall wile away the winter's eve. 
Oh ! I have wander'd far and wide. 

O'er many a distant foreign land ; 
£^h place, each province I have tried. 

And sung and danced my saraband ! 
But all their charms could not prevail 
To steal my heart from yonder vale. 
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JoHV WiLSox WM bora wi Paisley, in 1789. After gotng through a prepuatoiy 
eonne of itndy at the Unlvenlty of Olaagow, he was entered a fellow-edDunener at 
Magdalen Collage, Oxford; and Tory aoon obtained some portion of that fiune of which 
he was destined to participate io largely. Much of hii paternal property iraa loet by 
the Ikilure of a mercantile oonoera in which it had been embarked ; bat enough re- 
mained to purchase the elegancies of lllb : he bought the beautlfbl estate of Ellexay, on 
the lake of Wloandermere— flt dwelling ibr a Poet— and continues to Inhabit it, when 
his professional duties permit his absence firom Edinburgh. In 1812, he publiahed the 
Isle of Palms ; and the City of the Plague, in 1816. In 18S0, he became, under circum- 
stances highly honourable to him, a successAil candidate Ibr the Chair of Moral Philo- 
sophy, in the UniTersity of the Scottish metropolis. He has since published but little 
poetry : his prose tales—" the Trials of Margaret Lindsay,** " the Foresters," and 
** Lights and Shadows of Scottish Life"— haTO, howerer, amply compensated the 
world for his desertion of the Muses ; and his oontributions to " Blackwood's Maga- 
sine," which are too strongly marked to leave any doubt of their authorship, hare es- 
tablished for him a high and enduring reputation. The conduct of this Periodical is 
so universally understood to be in the hands of the Professor, that we may consider 
ourselves Justified hi describing him as ito Editor. He has long upheld its snpmnacy : 
the best supported Magaiines of England have lUled in competing with it; because 
there is no living writer whose talents are so versatile, and consequently so fitted 
to deal with the varied topics upon which his judgment or his fancy must be em- 
ployed. His learning is both profound and excursive ; his criticism searching and 
sound ; his descriptiims of scenery exquisitely trae; his paintings of human cliaracter 
and passion admirable; his wit and humohr delightfti}, when it does not degenerate 
Into " fun ;" and no writer of modern times has written so many deliciously eloquent 
passages whichproduoejf we may so express ourselves, gushes of admiration. The mind 
of Wilson is a remarkable blending of the kindly and the bitter :— his praise is always 
tall and hearty ; his censure almost unendurable : he appears to have no oontrool 
over his likings or dislikings ;— at times, pursues with almost superhuman wrath, and 
then, again, becomes so generous and eloquent, that he absolutely makes an author's 
character, and establishes his position by a few sentences of approvaL From all his 
criticisms there may be gathered some evidence of a sound heart ; of a nature like the 
Highland breexes — ^keen, but healthy; often most invigorating when most severe— but 
which may be safely encountered only by those whose stamina is unquestionable. 
The personal appearance of Professor Wilson is very remarkable : his fkame is, like 
his mind, powerful and robust. His complexion is florid, and his features are finely 
marked ; the mouth is exquisitely chiselled, the expression of his countenance is gentle 
to a degree ; but there is ** a lurking devil" In his keen grey eye, that gives a very in- 
telligible hint to the observer. His forehead is broad and Ugh. To us, among aU the 
great men we have ever beheldr-and they have not been few— there is not dbe who so 
thoroughly extorts a mingled sensation of love and foar. 

The poetry of Professor Wilson has not attained the popularity to which it is enti- 
tled : probably because when he first published, he had to compete with a formidable 
rival in his own illustrious oonntzyman, and the fome which, in England, nearly at the 
same period, was about to absorb that of all other Bards. His poems are, however, 
ftiQ of beauty; they have aU the freshness of the heather,— a true relish for nature 
breaks out in them all : there is no puerile or sickly sentimentallsm ;— they are 
the earnest breathings of a happy and buoyant spirit ; a giving out, as it were, of the 
breath that has been inhaled among the mountains. They manifest, moreover, the 
finest sympathies with human.ty ; nothing harsh or repining seems to have entered the 
Poet's thoughto ; they may be read as compositions of the highest merit,— as bearing 
the severest test of critical asperity; but also as graceftil and beautlAil transcrlpto of 
nature, when her grace and beauty is felt and appreciated by aU. There is no evi- 
denee of " fine phrenxy" In his glances " from heaven to earth, from earth to heaven ," 
but there is ample proof of the depth of bis worship, and the Ailness of his aflection 
for all the ol^ects which " Nature's God" has made graceful and ftultftil. It is worthy 
of comment, that, as far as we know, Wilson has never penned a line of satire, in 
poetry.— seeming an if his thoughts could Uke in nothing but what was good, and 
holy, and trauquilllzlng, when his associates were the Muses. 
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WILSON. 



PROM EDITH AND NORA. 



Ti8 a lonely glen ! but the happy child 
Hath friends whom she meets in the morning wild ! 
As on she trips, her native stream. 
Like her hath awoke from a joyful dream ; 
And glides away by hex twinkling feet 
With a face as bright, and a voice as sweet. 
In the osier bank the ouzel sitting. 
Hath heard her steps, and away is flitting 
From stone to stone, as she glides along. 
Then sinks in the stream with a broken song. 
The lapwing, fearless of his nest. 
Stands looking round with his delicate crest; ' 
Or a love-like joy is in his cry. 
As he wheels, and darts, and glances by. 
N 2 
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Is the heron asleep on the silvery sand 
Of his little lake ? Lo ! his wings expand 
As a dreamy thought, and withonten dread, 
Clond-like he floats o'er the maiden's head. 
She looks to the hirch-wood glade, and lo ! 
There is hrowsing there the mountain-roe. 
Who lifts up her gentle eyes — ^nor moves 
As on glides the form whom all nature loves. 
Having spent in heaven an hour of mirth. 
The lark drops down to the dewy earth ; 
And in silence smooths his yearning hreast 
In the gentle fold of his lowly nest. 
The linnet takes up the hymn, unseen 
In the yellow hroom or the hracken green. 
And now, as the morning hours are glowing. 
From the hill-side cots the cocks are crowing ; 
And the shepherd's dog is barking shrill 
From the mist fast rising from the hill ; 
And the shepherd's self, with locks of grey. 
Hath blessed the maiden on her way ! 
And now she sees her own dear flock 
On a verdant mound beneath the rock — 
All close together in beauty and love, 
Like the small fair clouds in heaven above ; 
And her innocent soul at the peaceful sight 
Is swimming o'er with a still delight. 



LINBS WRITTEN IN A HIGHLAND OLEN. 

To whom belongs this valley fisur, 
That sleeps beneath the filmy air. 

Even like a living Thing ? 
Silent — as infant at the breast — 
Save a still sound that speaks of rest, 

That streamlet's murmuring ! 

The heavens appear to love this vale ; 
Here clouds witii scarce-seen motion sail. 

Or, mid the silence lie ! 
By that blue arch, this beauteous earth 
Mid evening's hour of dewy mirth. 

Seems bound unto the sky. 
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O ! that this lovely vale were mine. 
Then, from glad youth to calm decline. 

My years would gently glide ; 
Hope would rejoice in endless dreams, 
And memory's oft-retoming gleams 

By peace be sanctified. 

There would unto my soul be given. 
From presence of that gracious heaven, 

A piety sublime ! 
And thoughts would come of mystic mood. 
To make in this deep solitude 

Eternity of Time ! 

And did I ask to whom belonged 
This vale ? I feel that I have wrong'd 

Nature's most gracious soul ! 
She spreads her glories o'er the earth. 
And all her children, from their birth. 

Are joint-heirs of the whole ! 

Yea, long as Nature's humblest child 
Hath kept her temple undefiled 

By sinful sacrifice ; 
Eartii's direst scenes are all his own, 
He is a monarch, and his throne 

Is built amid the skies ! 



A CHURCH-YARD DREAM. 

Mbth OUGHT that in a burial-ground 

One still, sad vernal day, 
Upon a little daisied mound 

I in a slumber lay ; 
While faintly through my dream I heard 
The hymning of that holy bird. 
Who with more gashing rapture sings 
The higher up in heaven float his unwearied wings ! 

In that my mournful reverie. 

Such song of heavenly birth. 
The voice seemed of a soul set free 

From this imprisoning earth ; 
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Higher and higher still it soared, 
A holy anthem that adored, — 
Till vanished song and singer blest 
In the blue depths of everlasting rest. 

Just then a child in sportive glee 

Came gliding o'er the graves. 
Like a lone bird that on the sea 

Floats dallying with the waves ; 
Upon the vernal flowers awhile 
She pour'd the beanty of her smile, — 
Then laid her bright cheek on the sod. 
And, overpowered with joy, slept in the eye of God. 

The flowers that shine all round her head 

May well be breathing sweet ; 
For flowers are they that spring hath shed. 

To deck her winding-sheet ; 
And well the tenderest gleams may £edl 
Of sonshine, on that hillock small 
On which she sleeps, — ^for they have smiled 
O'er the predestined grave of that unconscious child. 

In bridal garments, white as snow, 

A solitary maid 
Doth meddy bring a sunny glow 

Into that solemn shade : 
A church-yard seems a joyful place 
In the visit of so sweet a face ; 
A soul is in that deep blue eye 
Too good to live on earth, — ^too beautiful to die. 

But Death behind a marble tomb 

Looks out upon his prey ; 
And smiles to know that heavenly bloom 

Is yet of earthly clay. 
Far off I hear a wailing wide. 
And, while I gaze upon that bride, 
A silent wraith before me stands. 
And points unto a grave with cold, pale, clasped hands. 

A matron, beautiful and bright. 

As is the silver moon. 
Whose lustre tames the sparkling light 

Of the starry eyes of June, 



Digiti 



ized by Google 



WILSON. 95 

Is shining o*er the chiirch*yard lone ; 

While circling her as in a zone. 

Delighted dance five cherubs fair. 

And round their native urn shake wide their golden hair. 

Oh ! children they are holy things. 

In sight of earth and heaven ; 
An angel shields with guardian wings 

The home where they are given. 
Strong power there is in children's tears, — 
And stronger in their lisped prayers ; 
But the vulture stoops down from above. 
And, *mid her orphan brood, bears off the parent dove. 

The young, — ^the youthful, — ^the mature 

Have smQed and all past by. 
As if nought lovely could endure 

Beneath the envious sky ; 
While bow'd with age, and age's woes 
Still near, — yet still far off the close 
Of weary life, yon aged crone 
Can scarce with blind eyes find her husband's funeral-stone. 

All dead the joyous, bright, and free. 

To whom this life was dear ! 
The green leaves shiver'd from the tree. 

And dangling left the sere ! 

dim wild world ! — but from the sky 
Down came the glad lark waveringly ; 
And, startled by his liquid mirth, 

1 rose to walk in faith the darkling paths of earth. 



THE WIDOWED MOTHER. 

Bbsidb her babe, who sweetly slept, 
A widow'd mother Sat and wept 

O'er years of love gone by ; 
And as the sobs thick-gathering came. 
She murmur'd her dead husband's name 

'Mid that sad lullaby. 
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Well might that lullaby be sad. 
For not one single friend she had 

On this cold-hearted earth ; 
The sea will not give back its prey, — 
And he was wrapt in foreign clay 

Who gave the orphan birth. 

Stedfastly as a star doth look 
Upon a little murmuring brook. 

She gazed upon the bosom 
And ^Eur brow of her sleeping son ; — 
" O merciful Heaven ! when I am gone. 

Thine is this earthly blossom !" 

While thus she sat — a sunbeam broke 
Into the room ; — the babe awoke. 

And from his cradle smiled ! 
Ah me ! what kindling smiles met there, 
I know not whether was more fair 

The mother or her child ! 

With joy fresh sprung from short alarms. 
The smiler stretched his rosy arms. 

And to her bosom leapt ; 
All tears at once were swept away. 
And, said a face as bright as day, 
" Forgive me — ^that I wept !" 

Sufferings there are from Nature sprung. 
Ear hath not heard, nor Poet's tongue 

May venture to declare ; 
But this as Holy Writ is sure, 
" The griefs she bids us here endure. 
She can herself repair !" 



THE THREE SEASONS OF LOVE. 

With laughter swimming in thine eye. 
That told youth's heartfelt revelry I 
And motion changeful as the wing 
Of swallow waken' d by the spring ; 
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With accents blithe as voice of May, 
Chaunting glad Nature's roundelay ; 
Circled by joy like planet bright 
That smiles *inid wreaths of dewy light, — 
Thy impge such, in former time. 
When thou, just entering on thy prime. 
And woman's sense in thee combined 
Grently with childhood's simplest mind. 
First taught'st my sighing soul to move 
With hope towards the heaven of love ! 

Now years have given my Mary's face 

A thoughtful and a quiet grace ; — 

Though happy still — yet chance distress 

Hath left a pensive loveliness ! 

Fancy hath tamed her fairy gleams, 

And thy heart broods o'er home-bom dreams ! 

Thy smiles, slow-kindling now and mild, 

Shower blessings on a darling child ; 

Thy motion slow, and soft thy tread, 

As if round thy hush'd infant's bed ! 

And when thou speak'st, thy melting tone. 

That tells thy heart is all my own. 

Sounds sweeter, from the lapse of years, 

With the wife's love, the mother's fears ! 

By thy glad youth, and tranquil prime 
Assured, I smile at hoary time ! 
For thou art doom'd in age to know 
The calm that wisdom steals from woe ; 
The holy pride of high intent, 
The glory of a life well spent. 
When euth's affections nearly o'er 
With Peace behind, and Faith before, 
Thou render'st up again to God, 
Untamish'd by its ftail abode. 
Thy lustrous soul, — then harp and hymu, 
From bands of sister seraphim. 
Asleep will lay thee, till thine eye 
Open in immortality ! 
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may be that 

** The fault «BS not in Mm— twt in nuuiklnd :*• 

there can be, however, uo doubt that the ^oet wilfully euggerated in his descTiptlons of 
human Tfee, and details of human suffering ; and that he himself neither believed nor 
imagined Ills fellow-beings so odious and depraved as he describes them. His desire to 
be original led him into this large error,— to r^ect the garb in which poetry had forages 
been wont to array the works of the creation; and to dothe them in a dress quite as 
unnatural and equally opposed to reality. The rustic population of our countiy are 
neither so wretched nor so degraded as they are, with few exceptions, made to appear. 
The poor, as well as the rich, have their vices— but their virtues also. It is not only 
while writing of men and women that Crabbe *' looks askance :** he can perceive in 
the people who surround him little that is good, and less that is gracious ; but he has 
neither eye nor ear for the beautiful sights and delicious sounds of inanimate nature. 
To him, the breeze is ever harsh and unmusical,— seldom moving except to produce 
wrecks ; and hill, and stream, and valley, are barren, muddy, and unprofitable. He 
contemplates all things, animate and inanimate, ** through a glass, darkly." The 
consequence has naturally been, that Crabbe never was a popular Poet. Yet the rough 
energy of his descriptions, the vigorous and manly style of his versidcation, the deep 
though oppressive interest of his stories, and his stem maxims of morality,— with a 
little more of a kindly leaning towards humanity— must have secured for liim uni- 
versal admiration. 

* The foeUcsl WorJu of the Rev. Ucorgs Crabbe j 6 vuU. Lundou. Munay. 
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CRABEE. 



THk SA:?ni«. 



Turn to the watery world !-^but who to thee 
(A wonder yet unview'd) shall paint — the sea ? 
Various and vast, sublime in all its forms. 
When lull'd by zephyrs, qr when rous'd by storms, 
Its colours changing, when from clouds and sun 
Shades after shades upon the surface run ; 
Embrown'd and horrid now, and now serene. 
In limpid blue, and evanescent green ; 
And oft the foggy banks on ocean lie. 
Lift the fair siul, and cheat th' experienced eye. 

Be it the summer noon : a sandy space 
The ebbing tide has left upon its place ; 
Then just the hot and stony beach above. 
Light twinkling streams in bright confusion move ; 
o2 
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(For heated thus, the wanner air ascends, 
And with the cooler in its fall contends). — 
Then the broad bosom of the ocean keeps 
An equal motion ; swelling as it sleeps. 
Then slowly sinking ; curling to the strand » — 
Faint, lazy waves o'ercreep the ridgy sand, 
Or tap the tarry boat with gentle blow. 
And back return in silence, smooth and slow. 
Ships in the calm seem anchored ; for they glide 
On the still sea, urged solely by the tide ; 
Art thou not present, this calm scene before. 
Where all beside is pebbly length of shore, 
And far as eye can reach, it can discern no more ? 

Yet sometimes comes a ruffling cloud to make 
The quiet surface of the ocean shake , 
As an awaken'd giant with a frown 
Might show his wrath, and then to sleep sink down. 

View now the winter-storm ! above, one cloud. 
Black and unbroken, all the skies o'ershroud ; 
Th* unwieldy porpoise through the day before 
Had roll'd in view of boding men on shore ; 
And sometimes hid and sometimes show'd his form. 
Dark as the cloud, and furious as the storm. 

All where the eye delights, yet dreads to roam, 
The breaking billows cast the flying foam 
Upon the biUows rising, — all the deep 
Is restless change ; the waves so swell'd and steep. 
Breaking and sinking, — and the sunken swells. 
Nor one, one moment, in its station dwells : 
But nearer land you may the billows trace. 
As if contending in their watery chase ; 
May watch the mightiest till the shoal they reach, 
Then break and hurry to their utmost stretcji ; 
CurFd as they come, they strike with furious force. 
And then, reflowing, take their grating course. 
Raking the rounded flints, which ages past 
Roird by their rage, and shall to ages last. 
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ttOOER CUFF. 



Now to his grave was Roger Cuff convey*d. 

And strong resentment's lingering spirit laid : 

Shipwreck'd in youth, he home retum'd and found 

His brethren three, — and thrice they wish'd him drown 'd. 

" Is this a landman's love ? Be certain, then. 

We part for ever !" — and they cried, '• Amen !" 

His words were truth's. Some forty summers fled, 
His brethren died, his kin supposed him dead : 
Three nephews these— one sprightly niece, and one 
Less near in blood — they caU'd him surly John ; — 
He work'd in woods apart from all his kind, 
Fierce were his looks, and moody was his mind. 

For home the sailor now began to sigh : 
•• The dogs are dead — ^and I'll return and die ; 
When all I have, my gains, in years bf care. 
The younger Cnflfs wiSi kinder souls shall share : — 
Yet hold ! I'm rich ; — ^with one consent they'll say, 
• You're welcome. Uncle, as the flowers in May.' 
No ; I'D disguise me, be in tatters drcss'd, — 
And best befriend the lads who treat me best." 

Now all his kindred, — neither rich nor poor, — 
Kept the wolf, want, some distance from the door. 

In piteous plight he knock'd at George's gate. 
And begg'd for aid, as he described his state : 
But stem was Greorge ; — ** Let them who had thee strong 
Help thee to drag thy weaken'd frame along ; 
To us a stranger while your limbs would move. 
From us depart, and try a stranger's love ; — 
Ha ! dost thou murmur ?" — for, in Roger's throat. 
Was ' Rascal !' rising with disdainful note. 

To pious James he then his prayer address'd : 
*• Good lack," quoth James, '* thy sorrows pierce my breast ! 
And, had I wealth, as have my brethren twain, 
One board should feed us, and one roof contain : 
But plead I will thy cause, and I will pray ; 
And so farewell ! — Heaven help thee on thy way !" 
•* Scoundrel !" said Roger, (but apart,) — and told 
His case to Peter. Peter too was cold : 
** The rates are high ; we have a-many poor ; — 
But I will think," he said, and shut the door. 
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Then the gay niece the seeming pauper press'd : 
" Turn, Nancy, turn, and view this form distress'd ; — 
Akin to thine is this declining frame. 
And this poor beggar claims an Uncle's name." 

" Avaunt ! begone !" the courteous maiden said, 
** Thou vile impostor ! Uncle Roger's dead : 
I hate thee, beast ; thy look my spirit shocks ! 
Oh ! that I saw thee starving in the stocks !" 

" My gentle Niece \" he said, — and sought the wood. 
** I hunger, fellow ; prithee give me food !" 

" Give ! am I rich ? This hatchet take, and try 
Thy proper strength, — ^nor give those limbs the lie : 
Work, feed thyself, to thine own powers appeal. 
Nor whine out woes thine own right hand can heal : 
And while that hand is thine, and thine a leg. 
Scorn of the proud or of the base to beg." 

" Come, surly John, thy wealthy kinsman view," 
Old Roger said : — " thy words are brave and true ; 
Come, live with me, — ^well vex those scoundrel boys ; 
And Uiat prim shrew shall, envying, hear our joys. 
Tobacco's glorious fume aU day we'll share. 
With beef and brandy kill all kinds of care ; 
We'll beer and biscuit on our table heap, 
And rail at rascals, till we fall asleep." 

Such was their life : but when the woodman died, 
His grieving kin for Roger's smiles applied, — 
In vain : he shut, with stem rebuke, the door. 
And, dying, built a refuge for the poor ; 
With this restriction, — ^that no Cuff should share 
One meal, or shelter for one moment there. 



Lbt me not have this gloomy view 

About my room, around my bed ; 
But morning roses, wet with dew. 

To cool my burning brows instead. 
As flow'rs that once in Eden grew. 

Let them their fragrant spirits shed ; 
And every day the sweets renew, 

Till I, a fading flower, am dead. 
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Oh ! let the herbs I loved to rear 

Give to my sense their perfam'd breath ; 
Let them be placed about my bier. 

And grace the gloomy house of death. 
I'll have my grave beneath a hill. 

Where only Lucy's self shall know ; 
Where runs the pure pellucid riD 

Upon its gravelly bed below : 
There violets on the borders blow. 

And insects their soft light display, — 
Till, as the morning sunbeams glow. 

The cold phosphoric fires decay. 

That is the grave to Lucy shown, — 

The soil a pure and silver sand. 
The green cold moss above it grown, 

Unpluck'd of all but maiden hand : 
In virgin earth, till then untum'd. 

There let my maiden form be laid. 
Nor let my changed clay be spum'd. 

Nor for new guest that bed be made. 

There will the lark, — ^the lamb, in sport. 

In air, — on earth, — securely play. 
And Lucy to my grave resort. 

As innocent, — but not so gay. 
I will not have the churchyard ground. 

With bones all black and ugly grown. 
To press my shivering body round. 

Or on my wasted hmbs be thrown. 

With ribs and skulls I will not sleep. 

In clammy beds of cold blue clay, 
Through wluch the ringed earth-worms creep. 

And on the shrouded bosom prey ; 
I will not have the bell proclaim 

When those sad marriage rites begin, — 
And boys, without regard or shame. 

Press the vUe mouldering masses in. 

Say not, it is beneath my care ; 

I cannot these cold truths allow : — 
These thoughts may not afflict me there. 

But, oh ! they vex and tease me now. 
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Raise not a turf, nor set a stone. 
That man a maiden's grave may trace ; 

Bat thou, my Lucy, come alone. 
And let affection find the place. 

O ! take me from a world I hate, — 

Men cruel, selfish, sensual, cold ; 
And, in some pure and blessed state. 

Let me my sister minds behold : 
From gross and sordid views refined. 

Our heaven of spotless love to share, — 
For only generous souls design'd. 

And not a man to meet us there. 



Placb the white man on Afric's coast, 

Whose swarthy sons in blood delight, 
Who of their scorn to Europe boast. 

And paint their very demons white : 
There, while the sterner sex disdains 

To soothe the woes they cannot feel. 
Woman will strive to heal his pains. 

And weep for those she cannot heal. 
Hers is warm pity's sacred glow, — 

From all her stores she bears a part ; 
And bids the spring of hope re-flow. 

That languished in the fainting heart. 

What though so pale his haggard face. 

So sunk and sad his looks/' — she cries ; 
And far unlike our nobler race. 

With crisped locks and rolling eyes ; 
Yet misery marks him of our kind, — 

We see him lost, alone, afraid ! 
And pangs of body, griefs in mind. 
Pronounce him man, and ask our aid. 

Perhaps in some far distant shore. 
There are who in these forms delight ; 

Whose milky features please them more 
Tliai^ ours of jet, thus bumish'd bright : 
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Of such may be his weeping wife, 
Sach children for their sire may call : 

And if we spare his ebbing life, 

Onr kindness may preserve them all." 

Thus her compassion woman shows. 

Beneath the line her acts are these ; 
Nor the wide waste of ]>apland snows 
Can her warm flow of pity freeze ;-- 
" From some sad land the stranger comes. 
Where joys like ours are never found ; 
Let's soothe him in our happy homes. 
Where freedom sits, with plenty crown'd. 

' 'Tis good the fainting soul to cheer. 
To sec the f amish'd stranger fed ; 
To milk for him the mother-deer. 
To smooth for him the furry bed. 
The powers above our Lapland bless 
With good no other people know ; 
T enlarge the joys that we possess. 
By feeling those that we bestow !" 

Thus in extremes of cold and heat. 

Where wandering man may trace his kind ; 

Wherever grief and want retreat. 
In woman they compassion find : 

She makes the female breast her seat. 
And dictates mercy to the mind. 

Man may the sterner virtues know, — 

Determined justice, truth severe ; 
But female hearts with pity glow. 

And woman holds affliction dear : 
For guiltless woes her sorrows flow. 

And snflering vice compels her tear, — 
Tib hers to soothe the ills below. 

And bid life's fturer views appear. 
To woman's gentle kind we owe 

What comforts and delights us here ; 
They its gay hopes on youth bestow, 

And care they soothe — and age they cheer. 
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hJxD to health : he returned to AI>tM>taiora, auu uieu iucxo um mm, »».. ^ ..^ , 

1832. Hii lou was mourned not only by his own country, but in eyery portion of the 
eivilijEed globe; for his fame had spread throughout all parts of it : and there is scarcely 
a language into which his works have not been translated. The kindness of his heart, 
the benevolence of his disposition, the thorough ooodksss of his nature, were appre- 
ciated by all who had the privflege of his acquaintance ; but his genius is the yast and 
valuable property of mankind. 

In person he was tall, and had the ^rpearanoe of a powerful and robust man. His 
countenance has been rendered fiunillar by artists in abundance ; the Justest notion of 
it is conveyed by the bust of Chantrey. Its expression was peculiarly benevolent ; his 
forehead was broad, and remarkably high. 

We have left ourselves but little space to comment upon the poetiy of Sir Walter 
Scott ; his fame as a Poet was eclipsed by his reputation as a Novelist; and the appear- 
ance of a star of greater magnitude drew f^om him, by degrees, the popularity he had 
so long engrossed. Yet we venture to hasard an opinion, that tf it be possible for ei- 
ther to be forgotten, his poems will outlive his prose ; and that Waverley and Ivanhoe 
will perish before Marmion and the Lady of the Lake. We can find no rare and valu- 
able quality in the former that we may not find in the latter. A deeply Interesting and 
exciting story, glorious and true pictures of scenery, fine and accurate portraits of cha- 
racter, clear and impressive accounts of ancient customs, details of battles— satisfying 
to the fancy, yet capable of enduring the sternest test of truth— are to be found in the 
one class as well as in the other. In addition, we have the most graceful and harmo- 
nious verse; and the style is Undoubtedly such, as equally to delight those who possess, 
and those who are without, a refined poetical taste. 



Digiti 



ized by Google 




SCOTT. 



FAREWELL TO THE MUSE. 



Enchantrbss, fieu'ewell ! who so oft has decoy'd me. 

At the close of the evening through woodlands to roam. 
Where the forester, lated, with wonder espied me 

Explore the wUd scenes he was quitting for home. 
Farewell ! and take with thee thy numbers wild speaking. 

The language alternate of rapture and woe ; 
Oh ! none but some lover, whose heart-strings are breaking, 

The pang that I feel at our parting can know. 

Each joy thou couldst double, and when there came sorrow, 
Or pale disappointment, to darken my way. 

What voice was like thine, that could sing of to-morrow, 
Tdl forgot in the strain was the grief of to-day ! 
p2 
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But when friends drop around us in life's weary waning. 
The grief, queen V)f numhers, thou canst not assuage ; 

Nor the gradual estrangement of those yet remaining. 
The languor of pain, and the chiUness of age. 

'Twas thou that once taught me, in accents bewailing. 

To sing how a warrior lay stretch'd on the plain ; 
And a maiden hung o'er him with aid unavailing. 

And held to his lips the cold goblet in vain : 
As vain those enchantments, O queen of vdld numbers. 

To a bard when the reign of his fancy is o'er. 
And the qiiick pulse of feeling in apathy slumbers, — 

Farewell then, enchantress ! I meet thee no more ! 



HUNTING BONO. 



Waken, lords and ladies gay. 
On the mountain dawns the day, 
AH the jolly chase is here. 
With hawk, and horse, and hunting- spear : 
Hounds are in their couples yelling. 
Hawks are whistling, horns are knelljng ; 
Merrily, merrily, mingle they, — 
*' Waken, lords and ladies gay." 

Waken, lords and ladies gay. 
The mist has left the mountain grey ; 
Springlets in the dawn are steaming. 
Diamonds on the brake are gleaming : 
And foresters have busy been. 
To track the buck in thicket green ; 
Now we come to chaunt our lay, — 
" Waken, lords and ladies gay." 

Waken, lords and ladies gay. 
To the greenwood haste away ; 
We can show you where he lies. 
Fleet' of foot, and tall of size : 
We can show the marks he made 
When 'gainst the oak his antlers fray'd ; 
You shdl see him brought to bay,— 
" Waken, lords and ladies gay." 
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Louder, louder chauut the lay. 

Waken, lords and ladies gay ; 

Tell them youth, and mirth, and glee. 

Run a course as well as we : 

lime, stem huntsman ! who can haulk. 

Staunch as hound, and fleet as hawk ; 

Tliink of this, and rise with day, — 

Gentle lords and ladies gay. 



LOCHINVAR. 



O, TOUNO Lochinvar has come out of the west. 
Through all the wide Border his steed was the hest ; 
And, save his good broadsword, he weapons had none. 
He rode all unarm'd, and he rode all alone. 
So Mthful in love, and so dauntless in war. 
There never was knight like the young Lochinvar. 

He stayed not for brake, and he stopp'd not for stone; 

He swam the Eske river where ford ^ere was none ; 

But, ere he alighted at Netherby gate. 

The bride had consented — ^the gallant came late — 

For a laggard in love, and a dastard in war. 

Was to wed the £ur Helen of brave Lochinvar. 

So boldly he entered the Netherby-hall, 

Among bride's-men, and kinsmen, and brothers, and all ; 

Then spoke the bride's father, his hand on his sword, 

(For the poor craven bridegroom said never a word,) 

" O come ye in peace here, or come ye in war. 

Or to dance at our bridal, young Lord Lochinvar ?" 

" I long woo'd your daughter, — my suit you denied ; 
Love swells like the Solway, but ebbs like its tide. 
And now am I come, with this lost love of mine 
To lead but one measure, drink one cup of wine. 
There are maidens in Scotland, more lovely by far. 
That would gladly be bride to the young Lochinvar." 

The bride kiss'd the goblet ; the knight took it up ; 
He quafiTd off the wine, and he threw down the cup. — 
She look'd down to blush, and she look'd up to sigh> 
With a smile on her lips, and a tear in her eye. 
He took her soft hand ere her mother could bar : 
** Now tread we a measure !" said young Lochinvar. 
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So stately his form, and so lovely her face. 

That never a hall such a galliard did grace ; 

While her mother did fret, and her father did fume. 

And the hridegroom stood dangling his honnet and plume, — 

And the bride-maidens whisper'd, " 'Twere better by feu* 

To have matched our fair cousin with young Lochinvar !" 

One touch to her hand, and one word in her ear. 

When they reached the hall-door, and the charger stood near ; 

So light to the croupe the fair lady he swung, — 

So light to the saddle before her he sprung ! 

" She is won ! we are gone, over bush, loch, and scaur ; 

They'll have fleet steeds that follow," quoth young Lochinvar, 

There was mounting 'mong Grsemes of the Netherby clan, — 

Forsters, Fenwicks, and Musgraves, they rode and they ran.; 

There was racing, and chasing, on Cannobie Lee, 

But the lost bride of Netherby ne'er did they see. 

So daring in love, and so dauntless in war. 

Have ye e'er heard of gallant like young Lochinvar ? 



LULLABT OF AN INFANT CHIEF. 



O HUSH thee, my babie, thy sire was a knight, — 

Thy mother a lady, both lovely and bright ; 

The woods and the glens, from the towers which we see. 

They all are belonging, dear baby, to thee. 

O ho ro, i ri ri, cadil gu lo, 
O ho ro, i ri ri, cadil gu lo. 

O fear not the bugle, though loudly it blows. 
It calls but the warders that guard thy repose ; 
Their bows would be bended, their blades would be red. 
Ere the step of a foeman draws near to thy bed. 
O ho ro, i ri ri, etc. 

O hush thee, my babie, the time soon will come. 
When thy sleep shall be broken by trumpet and drum -, 
Then hush thee, my darling, take rest while you may. 
For strife comes with manhood, and waking with day. 
O ho ro, i ri ri, etc. 
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HELLVELLYN. 



I CLiM b'd the dark brow of the mighty Hellvellyn, 

liakes and mountains beneath me gleam'd misty and wide ; 
AH was still, save by fits when the eagle was yelling* 

And starting aroond me the echoes replied. 
On the right, Striden-edge roimd the Red-tarn was bending. 
And Catchedicam its left verge was defending. 
One huge nameless rock in the front was ascending. 

When I mark'd the sad spot where the wanderer had died. 

DaHc green was the spot mid the brown meadow heather. 

Where the pilgrim of nature lay stretch'd in decay, — 
Like the corpse of an outcast abandoned to weather. 

Till the mountain-winds wasted the tenantless clay. 
Nor yet quite deserted, though lonely extended, 
For, fEdthKd in death, his mute favourite attended. 
The much-loved remains of her master defended. 
And chased the hill-fox and the raven away. 

How long didst thou think that his silence was slumber ? 

When the wind waved his garment, how oft didst thou start ? 
How many long days and long weeks didst thou number. 

Ere he faded before thee, the friend of thy heart ? 
And, oh ! was it meet, that — ^no requiem read o'er him. 
No mother to weep, and no friend to deplore him. 
And thou, little guardian, alone stretch'd before him — 

Unhonour'd the pilgrim from life should depart ? 

When a prince to the fate of the peasant has yielded. 

The tapestry waves dark round the dim-lighted hall ; 
With scutcheons of silver the coffin is shielded. 
And pages stand mute by the canopied pall : 
Through the courts, at deep midnight, the torches are gleaming, 
In the proudly-arched chapel the banners are beaming. 
Far adown the long aisle sacred music is streaming, 
Lamentmga chief of the people should isJl, 

But meeter for thee, gentle lover of nature. 

To lay down thy head like the meek mountain lamb ; 

When, wilder'd, he drops from some diff huge in stature. 
And draws his last sob by the side of his dam. 

And more stately thy couch by this desert lake lying. 

Thy obsequies sung by the grey plover flying. 

With one faithful friend but to witnesa thy dying. 
In the arms of Hellvellyn and Catchedicam. 
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JOCK OP HAZELDBAN. 

" Wht weep ye by the tide, ladie ? 

Why weep ye by the tide ? 
I'll wed ye to my youngest son. 

And ye sail be his bride : 
And ye sail be his bride, ladie, 

Sae comely to be seen," — 
But aye she loot the tears down fa' 

For Jock of Hazeldean. 

" Now let this wilful grief be dqne. 

And dry that cheek so pale ; 
Young Frank is chief of Errington, 

And lord of Langley-dale ; 
His step is first in peaceful ha'. 

His sword in battle keen," — 
But aye she loot the tears down fa' 

For Jock of Hazeldean. 

" A chain o' gold ye sail not lack. 

Nor braid to bind your hair ; 
Nor mettled hound, nor managed hawk. 

Nor palfrey fresh and fair : 
And you, the foremost o' them a'. 

Sail ride our forest queen," — 
But aye she loot the tears down fa' 

For Jock of Hazeldean. 

The kirk was deck'd at morning-tide. 

The tapers glimmer'd fedr ; 
The priest and bridegroom wait the bride. 

And dame and knight are there. 
They sought her both by bower and ha,' 

Tlie \BjSie was not seen ! 
She's o'er the Border, and awa' 

Wi' Jock of Hazeldean. 



NORA'S VOW. 



Hbar what Highland Nora said, 
The earlie's son I will not wed. 
Should all the race of nature die. 
And none be left but he and I. 
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For all the gold, for all the gear. 
And all the lands both feLt and near, 
That ever valour lost or won, 
I would not wed the earlie's Bon." 

" A maiden'8 vows," old Galium spoke, 
" Are lightly made, and lightly broke ; 

The heather on the mountain's height 

Beg^ins to bloom in purple light : 

The frost- wind soon shall sweep away 

That lustre deep ftt)m glen and brae ; 

Yet Nora, ere its bloom be gone. 

May blithely wed the earlie's son." 

" The swan," she said, " the lake's clear breast 
May barter for the eagle's nest ; 
The Awe's fierce stream may backward turn, 
Ben-Cruaichan fall, and crush Kilchnm, 
Our kilted dans, when blood is high. 
Before their foes may turn and fly ; 
But I, were all these marvels done. 
Would never wed the earUe's son." 

Still in the water-lily's shade 

Her wonted nest the wild swan made ; 

Ben-Cruaichan stands as fast as ever. 

Still downward foams the Awe's fierce river : 

To shun the clash of foeman's steel. 

No Highland brogue has tum'd the heel ; 

But Nora's heart is lost and won, — 

She's wedded to the earlie's son ! 
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William Sothxbt, the eldest iod of Colonel Sotheby, of the Guards, was bora ia 
London, on the 9th of November, 1757. He was educated at Harrow; and at the age 
of seventeen purchased a eommission in the 10th Dragoons : — ^his tute for literature 
was cultivated with great assiduity whQe in " country quarters'* with his regiment. 
In 1780, he quitted the army, and purchased Beirs Mount, near Southampton,— a phve 
which had been celebrated as the residence of the Earl of Peterborough, and by the 
frequent visits of Pope, to whom allusion is made by Mr. Sotheby in one of the meet 
graceftil of his Sonnets :-> 



orjroo old (»k a ikUIad HHglcl 
Ott at hU can Umm MinAy i^bdea amaqg, 
Tbj guardian ^rtpbif Balinda, apoitlva pla7*d } 
And Ooln rf|h*d la jon aeqaertarad dade." 

Here Mr. Sotheby lived for several years, devoting his time to the more diligent study 
of the Classics, to the translation of many of the minor Greek and Latin Poeto, and to 
the production of original compositions. His desire for literary society and disUnctioo, 
however, induced him, in 1791, to fix his permanent residence in the Metropolis. He was 
soon elected a fellow of the Royal and Antiquarian Societies ; and in 179S, published 
a translation of the Oberon of Wieland. This was one of the earliest attempts to in- 
troduce the English reader to the poetry of Germany : its reception encouraged Mr. 
Sotheby to proceed in the path he had chosen : he subsequently translated the Geoigics, 
and, at a very advanced period of life, the Iliad and the Odyssey. His poetical works 
are numerous : they alford proofs of an elegant taste and a matured judgment ; and if 
they failed in obtaining extensive popularity, happily for the writer he was placed 
under circumstances which rendered the approbation of a circle of accomplished friends 
a sufficient recompense for his labours. In 1816, he visited Italy ; and wrote a series 
of Poems, which, a few years afterwards, he puUished under the general title " Italy.'* 
Mr. Sotheby died in London, on the SOth of December, 1833. Few men have been 
more warmly esteemed in private life ; and, although we should unduly estimate the 
character of his mind If we described it as of a very high order, his writings ailbrd 
abundant pnof^f an elegant and refined taste, and a true relish for all that is sound 
and excellent in literature. He presents a remarkable instance of industry and energy 
in old age. He had passed his seventieth year before he commenced his translation of 
Homer, which he lived to complete. To this extraordinary undertaking, it is not our 
province to refer; but we feel assured that all who are acquainted with the poem, 
'* Italy," wiU consider us Justified in classing him among the better and more enduring 
of the Poets of Great Britain. Of a long list of poetical productions, this, however, ia 
the only one to which especial reference may be made. He was seldom happy in his 
choice of sul^ects ; and wrote, as we have intimated, only because composition aflbrded 
an agreeable employment. He appears to have been but little anxious for extended 
fame ; and of course had no desire to render his labour profitable. While in London, 
he was usually surrounded by those whose tastes were similar to his own ; and, it is 
said, that the less prosperous professors of literature and science found in him a ge- 
nerous and sympathising friend. He was, we believe — and unhappily the character is 
as rare as it is admirable--a patron to whom we can trace but few acts of patronage ; 
one of those who 

« Do good by ■taaltti, and Uarii to find It fiuna." 

The plan of his poem necessarily led him among all the grander and more beautii^l 
objects of Nature, in the classic land through which he traveUed. He describes them 
in a manner at once graceful and graphic ; and it would be difficult to find any writer 
who more clearly and distinctly brings them befoie the reader. It is, however, in 
allusions to the ancient histories of the Italian cities that he most exoels. At times, 
he rises into absolute sublimity : there are passages in his poem that would not lose by 
comparison with the most vigorous and energetic compositions in the language. He 
was a scholar, and " a ripe and good one ;" occasionally, the hue academic is over his 
page, but he never renders it repulsive. It will not be easy now*a*days, to obtain 
readers for his volume ; but we venture to assert, that those who may be Induced to 
peruse it, will marvel that his popularity should have been so limited. 
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Whsrb stood Salvator, when with all his Btorms 
Aroand him winter rav'd. 

When being, none save man, the tempest brav'd ? 
When on her mountain crest 
The eagle sank to rest. 

Nor dar'd spread out her pennons to the blast : 
Nor, till the whirlwind passed. 
The famish'd wolf around the sheep-cote prowl'd ? 
Where stood Salvator, when the forest howl'd. 
And the rock-rooted pine in all its length 
Crash'd, prostrating its strength ? 
q2 
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Where stood Salvator, when the summer cloud 
At noon-day, to Ansonia direr far 
Than winter, and its elemental war, 
Gather'd the tempest, from whose ehon shroud. 
That crossed like night a sky of crimson flame, 
Stream'd ceaselessly the fire-holts' forked aim : 
While hurricanes, whose wings were frore with hail. 
Cut sheer the vines, and o'er the harvest vale 
Spread harrenness ? Where was Salvator found. 
When all the air a hursting sea hecame. 
Deluging earth ? — On Temi's cliflf he stood. 
The tempest sweeping round. 
I see him where the spirit of the storm 
His daring votary led : 

Firm stands his foot on the rock's topmost head, 
That reels ahove the rushing and the roar 
Of deep Vellino. — In the glen helow. 
Again I view him on the reeling shore. 
Where the prone river, after length of course. 
Collecting all its force. 

An avalanche cataract, whirl'd in thunder o'er 
The promontory's height. 

Bursts on the rock : while round the mountain hrow. 
Half, half the flood rehounding in its might. 
Spreads wide a sea of foam evanishing in light. 



I SAW the ages hackward roll'd. 
The scenes long past restore : 
Scenes that Evander hade his guest hehold. 
When first the Trojan stept on Tyber's shore — 
The shepherds in the forum pen tiieir fold ; 
And the wUd herdsman, on his untamed steed. 
Goads with prone spear the heifer's foaming speed. 
Where Rome, in second infancy, once more 
Sleeps in her cradle. But — ^in tiiat drear waste. 
In that rude desert, when the wild goat sprung 
From cliflf to cliflf and the Tarpeian rock 
Lour'd o'er the untended flock. 
And eagles on its crest their aerie hung : 
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And when fierce gales bow'd the high pines, when blaz'd 

The lightning, and the savage in the storm 

Some unknown godhead heard, and, awe- struck, gaz'd 

On Jove's imagined form : — 

And in that desert, when swoln Tyber's wave 

Went forth the twins to save. 

Their reedy cradle floating on his flood : 

While yet the infants on the she- wolf clung, 

While yet they fearless play'd her brow beneath. 

And mingled with their food 

The spirit of her blood. 

As o'er them seen to breathe 

With fond reverted neck she hung. 

And lick'd in turn each babe, and formed with fostering tongue : 

And when the founder of imperial Rome 

Fix'd on the robber hill, from earth aloof. 

His predatory home. 

And hung in triumph round his straw-thatched roof 

The wolf skin, and huge boar tusks, and the pride 

Of branching antlers wide : 

And tower'd in giant strength, and sent afar 

His voice, that on the mountain echoes roll'd. 

Stem preluding the war : 

And when the shepherds left their peaceful fold. 

And from the wUd wood lair, and rocky den. 

Round their bold chieftain rnsh'd strange forms of barbarous 

men: 
Then might be seen by the presageful eye 
The vision of a rising realm unfold. 
And temples roof d with gold. 
And in the gloom of that remorseless time, 
When Rome the Sabine seiz'd, might be foreseen 
In the first triumph of successful crime. 
The shadowy arm of one of giant birth 
Forging a chain for earth : 
And tho' slow ages roll'd their course between. 
The form as of a Caesar, when he led 
His war-worn legions on. 
Troubling the pastoral stream of peaceful Rubicon. 

Such might o'er day-built Rome have been foretold 
By word of human wisdom. But — ^what word. 
Save from thy lip, Jehovah's prophet ! heard. 
When Rome was marble^ and her temples gold. 
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And the globe Caesar's footstool, who, when Rome 

View'd th' incommunicable name divine 

Link a Faustina to an Antonine 

On their polluted temple ; who but thou. 

The prophet of the Lord ! what word, save thine, 

Rome's utter desolation had denounc'd ? 

Yet, ere that destin'd time. 

The love-lute, and the viol, song, and mirth. 

Ring from her palace roofs. — Hear'st thou not yet. 

Metropolis of earth ! 

A voice borne back on every passing wind. 

Wherever man has birth. 

One voice, as from the lip of human kind, 

The echo of thy fame ? — ^Flow they not yet. 

As flow'd of yore, down each successive age 

The chosen of the world, on pilgrimage. 

To commune with thy wrecks, and works sublime. 

Where genius dwells enthron'd ? — 

******* 

Rome ! thou art doom'd to perish, and thy days. 
Like mortal man's, are numbered : number'd all. 
Ere each fleet hour decays. 
Though pride yet haunt thy palaces, though art 
Thy sculptur'd marbles animate : 
Though thousands, and ten thousands throng thy gate ; 
Though kings and kingdoms with thy idol mart 
Yet traffic, and thy throned priest adore : 
Thy second reign shall pass, — ^pass like thy reign of yore.- 



THE OROTTO OF BGERIA. 



Can I forget that beauteous day. 

When, shelter'd from the burning beam. 

First in thy haunted grot I lay. 

And loos'd my spirit to its dream. 

Beneath the broken arch, o'erlaid 

With ivy, dark with many a braid 

That clasp'd its tendrils to retain 

The stone its roots had writh'd in twain ? 

No zephyr on the leaflet play'd. 

No bent grass bow'd its slender blade. 
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The coiled snake lay slumber-bound : 
All mute, all motionless around. 
Save, livelier, while others slept, 
Tlie lizard on the sunbeam leapt. 
And louder, while the groves were still. 
The unseen cigali, sharp and shrill. 
As if their chirp could charm alone 
Tir'd noontide with its unison. 

Stranger ! that roam'st in solitude ! 
Thou, too, 'mid tangling bushes rude. 
Seek in the glen, yon heights between, 
A rill more pure than Hippocrene, 
That from a sacred fountain fed 
The stream that fill'd its marble bed. 
Its* marble bed long since is gone. 
And the stray water struggles on. 
Brawling thro' weeds and stones its way. 
There, when o'erpower'd at blaze of day. 
Nature languishes in light. 
Pass within the gloom of night. 
Where the cool grot's dark arch o'ershades 
Thy temples, and the waving braids 
Of many a fragrant brier that weaves 
Its blossom thro' the ivy leaves. 
Thou, too, beneath that rocky roof. 
Where the moss mats its thickest woof, 
Shalt hear the gather'd ice- drops fall 
Regular, at interval. 
Drop after drop, one after one. 
Making music on the stone, 
WhUe every drop, in slow decay. 
Wears the recumbent nymph away. 
Thou, too, if ere thy youthful ear 
ThrilI'd the lAtian lay to hear, 
LuU'd to slumber in that cave, 
Shalt hail the nymph that held the wave ; 
A goddess, who there deign'd to meet, 
A mortal from Rome's regal seat. 
And o'er the gushing of her fount. 
Mysterious truths divine to earthly ear recount. 
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JoBM KSATS, one of tho mott poetical of Poeto, and therefore by nature one of 
the meet refined of men, waa of the humUett origin, having been bom, October the 
29th, 1796, at a livery-tUble In Moorfieldt, which belonged to hia ftmily. He re- 
ceived the rudimenta of a daaaieal education at the school of Mr. Clarke, at Enfield, 
where, in the person of the master's son, Mr. Charles Cowden aarke, the editor of the 
** Riches of Chaucer." he had the luck of finding a friend possessed of discernment 
enough to see his genius, and warm-heartedness to encourage it. He was afterwards 
apprenticed to a surgeon and apothecary ; but inheriting a small independence (which, 
however, he used in the most generous manner), he did not stop long with him, but 
devoted himself entirely to poetry. Mr. Clarke introduced him to Mr. Leigh Hunt, 
and Mr. Leigh Hunt, through the medium of the ** Examiner,*' to the publlc,->which 
introduction, while It procured Instant recognition of his genius, attracted towards 
him, in consequence of the party-politics then raging, the hostility of the critics on 
the opposite side, who paid him the unhappy compliment of being unusually bitter and 
ungenerous. The result was, not his death, as some have supposed,— but undoubtedly 
an embitterment of the causes which were then leading to it, and which originated in 
a consumptive tendency. Mr. Keats left England in the year 1 820, to try the warmer 
climate of Italy, and, on the 24th of February, in the year following, died at Rome in 
. the arms of his friend, Mr. Severn, the artist, who had accompanied him on the voy- 
age, and attended his bedside Uke a brother. Mr. Shelley, who loved him, and who 
enthusiastically admired his genius (as he has evinced in the beautiftil elegy, entitled 
" Adonis"), Invited him to come and take up his abode with himself; and he would 
have done so, had life been spared him. But fhte had disposed otherwise; and the 
ashes of his inviter, no great while afterwards, went to take up their own abode in the 
same burial-ground. His death was embittered by a passion he had for a young lady, 
who returned his affection ; but, amidst all his sufferings, his love of poetical beauty 
did not forsake him. He said, in anticipation of his grave, that be already ** felt the 
daisies growing over him." He requested, however, in the anguish of disappointed 
hope, that his friends would inscribe upon his tomb, " Here lies one whose name waa 
writ In water ;•* and they did so. 

Mr. Keats was under the middle sixe, and somewhat large above, in proportion to 
his lower limbs,— which, however, were neatly formed; and he had any thing in his 
dress and general demeanour but that appearance of " laxity," which has been strangdy 
attributed to him in a late publication. In Act, he had so much of the reverse, thou^ 
in no unbecoming degree, that he might be supposed to maintain a certain Jealous care 
of the appearance and bearing of a gentleman, in the consciousness of his genius, and 
perhaps not without some sense of his origin. His lisee was handsome and sensitive, 
with alook in the eyes at once earnest and tender ; and his hair grew in delicate brown 
ringleto, of remarkable beauty. 

Mr. Keato may truly be pronounced a Poet of the most poetical order, for he gave 
himself up entirely to the beautifril, and had powen of expression equal to an excess of 
sensibility. His earlier poems, especially the '' Endymion," are like a luxuriant wU- 
derness of fiowers and weeds (" weeds of glorious feature") ; his latest, the " Hyperion," 
was a growing wood of oaks, from which the deepest oracles of the art might have been 
looked tor. Indeed, there they were, as fiur as he gave his thoughto utterance. It has 
been Justly said, that he is *' the greatest rouiro Poet that ever i^peared in the lan- 
guage i" that is to say, the greatest who did not live to be old, and whose whole memory 
will be identified with something both young and great. His lyrics (the Odes to the 
Nightingale and the Grecian Vase) are equal to the very finest we possess, both for subtle 
feeling and music His " Eve of St. Agnes," Is as frill of beauty as the famous pauited 
window he describee In it ; and there was such a profrision in him of fimciee and ima- 
ginations, analogous to the beautifril forms of the genius of the ancient Poeto, that a 
university-man expressed his astonishment at hearing he was not a Greek scholar. 
Of our lately deceased Poets, If you want imaginative satire, or bitter walling, you 
must go to the writings of Lord Byron ; if a thoughtfril, dulcet, and wild dreaminess, 
you must go to Coleridge ; if a starUIng appeal to the first elements of your nature and 
sympathies (most musical also), to Shelley; if a thorough enjoyment of the beautiful— 
for beauty's sake— like a walk on a summer's noon in a land of woods and meadows, 
you must embower younelf in the luxuries of Keats. 
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KEATS. 



MADELINE. PROM " ISABELLA." 



A CASBMBNT high and triple-arch'd there was. 
All garlanded with carven imageries 
Of fruits, and flowers, and bunches of knot-grass. 
And diamonded with panes of quaint device. 
Innumerable of stains, and splendid dyes. 
As are the tiger-moth's deep damask wings ; 
And in the midst, 'mong thousand heraldries. 
And twilight saints, and dim emblazomngs, 
A shielded scutcheon blush'd with blood of queens and kings. 

Full on this casement shone the wintry moon, . 
And threw warm gules on Madeline's fair breast. 

As down she knelt for Heaven's grace and boon. 

« ♦ « « « 4: « 
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ODB TO A NIQHTINGALB. 



Mr Heart aches, and a drowsy numbness pains 

My sense, as though of hemlock I had drunk. 
Or emptied some dull opiate to the drains 

One minute past, and Lethe-wards had sunk : 
"Rs not through envy of thy happy lot. 
But being too happy in thy happiness, — 
That thou, light- winged dryad of the trees. 
In some melodious plot 
Of beechen green, and shadows numberless, 
Singest of summer in full-throated ease. 

O for a draught of vintage, that hath been 

Ck)ord a long age in the deep-delved earth. 
Tasting of Flora and the country green. 

Dance, and Proven 9al song, and sun-burnt mirth ! 
O for a beaker full of the warm South, 
Full of the true, the blushful Hippocrene, 
With beaded bubbles winking at the brim. 
And purple-stained mouth ; 
That I might drink, and leave the world unseen, 
And with thee fade away into the forest dim : 

Fade far away, dissolve, and quite forget 

What thou among the leaves hast never known. 
The weariness, the fever, and the fret 

Here, where men sit and hear each other groan ; 
Where palsy shakes a few, sad, last grey hairs. 

Where youth grows pale, and spectre-thin, and dies ; 
Where but to think is to be fall of sorrow 
And leaden-eyed despairs. 
Where Beauty cannot keep her lustrous eyes. 
Or new Love pine at them beyond to-morrow. 

Away ! away ! for I will fly to thee. 

Not charioted by Bacchus and his pards. 
But on the viewless wings of Poesy, 

Though the dull brain perplexes and retards : 
Already with thee ! tender is the night. 

And haply the Queen-Moon is on her throne, 
Clu^ter'd around by all her starry fays ; 
But here there is no light. 
Save what from heaven is with the breezes blown 
Through verdurous glooms and winding mossy ways. 
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I cannot see what flowers are at my feet. 

Nor what soft incense hangs upon the hooghs, 
Bat» in embahned darkness, gaess each sweet 

Wherewith the seasonable month endows 
The grass, the thicket, and the fruit-tree wild ; 
White hawthorn, and the pastoral eglantine ; 
Fast-fading violets cover'd up in leaves ; 
And mid-May's eldest child. 
The coming musk-rose, fall of de¥ry wine. 

The murmurous haunt of flies on summer eves* 

Darkling I listen ; and, for many a time, 

I have been half in love with easeful Death, 
Caird him soft names in many a mused rhyme. 

To take into the air my quiet breath ; 
Now more than ever seems it rich to die. 
To cease upon the midnight with no pain, 
While thou art pouring forth thy soul abroad 
In such an ecstacy ! 
Still wouldst thou sing, and I have ears in vain — 
To thy high requiem become a sod. 

Thou wast not bom for death, immortal bird ! 

No hungry generations tread thee down ; 
The voice I hear this passing night was heard 

In ancient days by emperor and clown : 
Perhaps the self-same song that found a path 
Through the sad heart of Ruth, when, sick for home. 
She stood in tears amid the alien corn ; 
The same that ofttimes hath 
Charm'd magic- casements, opening on the foam 
Of perilous seas, in faery lands forlorn. 

Forlorn ! the very word is like a bell 

To toll me back from thee to my sole self I 
Adieu ! the femcy cannot cheat so well 
As she is feuned to do, deceiving elf. 
Adieu I adieu ! thy plaintive anthem fades 
Fast the near meadows, over the still stream. 
Up the hill side ; and now 'tis buried deep 
In the next valley glades : 
Was it a vision, or a waking dream ? 

Fled is that music : — Do I wake or slcepr^ 



r2 
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ODB ON A GRECIAN URN. 



Thou still nnrayisli'd bride of quietness ! 

Thou foster-child of Silence and slow time. 
Sylvan historian, who canst thus express 

A flowery tale more sweetly than our rhyme : 
What leaf-fringed legend haunts about thy shape ? 

Of deities or mortals, or of both. 
In Tempe or the dales of Arcady ? 
What men or gods are these ? What maidens loth ? 

What mad pursuit ? What struggle to escape ? 
What pipes and timbrels ? What wild ecstasy ? 



Heard melodies are sweet, but those unheard 

Are sweeter ; therefore, ye soft pipes, play on ; 
Not to the sensual ear, but, more endear'd. 

Pipe to the spirit ditties of no tone : 
Fair youth, beneath the trees, thou canst not leave 

Thy song, nor ever can those trees be bare ; 
Bold lover, never, never canst thou kiss. 
Though winning near the goal — ^yet, do not grieve ; 

She cannot fade, though thou hast not thy bliss. 
For ever wilt thou love, and she be fair I 



Ah, happy, happy boughs ! that cannot shed 

Your leaves, nor ever bid the Spring adieu ; 
And, happy melodist, unwearied. 

For ever piping songs for ever new ; 
More happy love ! more happy, happy love ! 

For ever warm and still to be enjoy'd, 
For ever panting and for ever young ; 
All breathing human passion far above. 

That leaves a heart high sorrowful and doy'd, 
A burning forehead, and a parching tongue. 



Who are these coming to the sacrifice ? 

To what green altar, O mysterious priest, 
Lead'st thou that heifer lowing at the skies. 

And all her silken flanks with garlands drest ? 
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What little town by river or sea-shore. 
Or mountain-buUt with peaceful citadel, 
Is emptied of this folk, this pious mom ? 
And, little town, thy streets for evermore 
Will silent be ; and not a soul to tell 
Why thou art desolate, can e'er return. 



O Attic shape ! Fair attitude ! with brede 

Of marble men and maidens overwrought. 
With forest branches and the trodden weed ; 

Thou, silent form ! dost tease us out of thought 
As doth eternity : Cold Pastoral ! 

When old age shall this generation waste, 
Tliou shalt remain, in midst of other woe 
Than ours, a friend to man, to whom thou say'st, 

" Beauty is truth, truth beauty," — ^that is all 
Ye know on earth, and all ye need to know. 



To one who has been long in city pent, 
Tis very sweet to look into the fear 
And open face of heaven, — ^to breathe a prayer 

Full in the smile of the blue firmament. 

Who is more happy, when, with heart's content. 
Fatigued he sinks into some pleasant lair 
Of wavy grass, and reads a debonair 

And gentle tale of love and languishment ? 

Returning home at evening, with an ear 
Catching the notes of Philomel, — an eye 

Watching the sailing cloudlet's bright career. 
He mourns that day so soon has glided by ; 

E'en like the passage of an angel's tear 
Tliat fedls through the dear ether silently. 



Happy is England ! I could be content 
To see no other verdure than its own ; 
To feel no other breezes than are blown 

Through its tall woods with high romances blent : 
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Yet do I sometimes feel a lan^ishment 
For skies Italian, and an inward groan 
To sit upon an Alp as on a throne. 

And half forget what world or worldling meant. 

Happy is England, sweet her artless daughters ; 
Enough their simple loveliness for me, 

Enough their whitest arms in silence clinging : 
Yet do I often warmly hum to see 
Beauties of deeper glance, and hear their singing. 

And float with them ahout the summer waters. 



In a drear-nighted Deoemher, 
Too happy, happy tree. 
Thy branches ne'er remember 
Their green felicity : 
The north cannot undo them. 
With a sleety whistle through them ; 
Nor frozen tiiawings glue ti^em 
From budding at the prime. 

In a drear-nighted December, 
Too happy, happy brook. 
Thy bubblings ne'er remember 
ApoUo's summer look ; 
But with a sweet forgetting. 
They stay their crystal fretting. 
Never, never petting 
About the frt>zen time. 

Ah ! would 'twere so with many 
A gentle girl and boy ! 
But were there ever any 
Writhed not at passed joy ? 
To know the change and feel it. 
When there is none to heal it. 
Nor numbed sense to steal it. 
Was never said in rhyme. 
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TO AUTUMN. 

Season of mists and mellow fruitfiilness ! 

Close bosom ^end of the maturing sun ; 
Conspiring with him how to load and bless 

With fruit the vines that round the thatch-eves run ; 
To bend with apples the moss'd cottage trees. 

And fill all fruit with ripeness to the core ; 
To swell the gourd, and plump the hazel shells 

With a sweet kernel ; to set budding more. 
And still more, later flower for the bees. 
Until they think warm days will never cease. 

For summer has o'erbrimm'd their clammy cells. 

Who hath not seen thee oft amid thy store ? 

Sometimes whoever seeks abroad may find 
Thee sitting, careless, on a granary floor, — 

Tliy hair soft lifted by the winnowing wind : 
Or, on a half-reap'd furrow sound asleep. 

Drowsed with the fume of poppies, while thy hook 
Spares the next swath and all its twined flowers ; 
And sometimes like a gleaner thou dost keep 

Steady thy laden head across a brook ; 

Or, by a cyder-press, with patient look. 

Thou watchest the last oozings, hours by hours. 

Where are the songs of spring ? Ay, where are they ? 

Think not of them, thou hast thy music too, — 
While barred clouds bloom the soft- dying day. 

And touch the stubble plains with rosy hue : 
Then, in a wailful choir, the small gnats mourn 

Among the river sallows, borne aloft. 

Or sinking as the light wind lives or dies ; 
And full-grown lambs loud bleat from hilly bourn ; 

Hedge-crickets sing ; and now, with treble soft. 

The redbreast whistles from a garden croft, 
And gathering swallows twitter in the skies. 
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J AMSS Hooo wu bom on the 25th of Janiuuy, 1772, in a cottjige on the banks of 
the Bttrick, In the shire of Selkirk. He was descended from a race of shepherds who 
had InhaMtad, fbr oenturiesp the sequestered district in which was the Poet's birth- 
place : homble as was the calling of his fkther, it was not l>e70iid the reach of misfor- 
tune. When James was scarcely more than a child, he was eompelled to labour for his 
own liTing ; and engaged himself to herd cows, with a neighbouring fhrmer. The good 
aeed had, howerer, been sown ;— eonnd and upright principles had taken root in liis 
mind, and his fltncy had been nursed, unconsciously, by his motlier, whose memory was 
stored with old border ballads. His elder brother states, that James was, what is called 
in the language of his native Yalley, a soft, " actionless" boy ; and that in early lifo he 
gave no token of the genius which afterwards astonished and delighted his ooontiy- 
men. The scenery amid wliieh he lived and ramUed, the utter seclusion in which the 
shepherds of Ettrick dwelt, and his lonely, yet happy, occupation among his native 
glens and mountains, gathered the intellectual wealth which the simple shepherd was 
destined to scatter among mankind : the " actionless" boy soon gave proof that he was 
also oontemplatlTe ; be spoke songs long before he could write them. For many years, 
until indeed he had grown to manhood, his fkme was limited to his own neighbour- 
hood ; at length, chance conducted him to Edinburgh ; a small printed volume was the 
result; it was soon followed by " the Mountain Bard :** and the world began to speak 
of the Shepherd of Ettplck. Still he continued to " tend his flock ;** and it was not un- 
til after his reputation had very widely spread, that he commenced Ihnntaig on his own 
account. In 182 1, he took the form of Mount Benger ; it was a disastrous attempt to 
better his fortunes, and it exhausted the money his literary labours had oolleeted. 
From the period of his first appearance before the public, he passed scarcely a year 
without fiiinishing something for the press. The Mountain Bard was followed 
by the Queen's Wake ;--the Witch of Fife, and Queen Hynde, estabUshed his fome 
as a Poet; and the Border Tales, and other pubUcationB gave him a prominent sta- 
tion as a writer of prose. Fortunate in the friendship of such men as Scott and 
Wilson, happy in his home, and admired by the world, with a dispositiou naturally 
cheerftil, he had but one drawback tnm the happiness of life: his pecuniary drenm- 
stances were by no means prosperous towards the dose of it ; and he left a widow and 
five children in poverty. He died on the 21st of November, 18S6. 

Hogg visited London in 1833 ;— although accustomed to the comparatively rude so- 
ciety of mountaineers, he was perfectly easy and self-posaessed— 4iecause natural — in 
the polished circles into which he was eagerly welcomed. His glowing and kindly 
countenance, his cheerftil smile, his rousing and hearty laugh, the originality of his 
remarlu, his gentle satire, his continual flow of wit, the rough but becoming manner 
in which he sang his own ballads, gained for him, personally, the *' golden opinions*' 
which had previously been accorded to his genius. He was somewhat above the 
middle height,— of a muscular frame; he had a sharp, clear, grey eye, an expansive 
forehead, and sandy hair; and the soundness of his constitution was evident from the 
fresh and ruddy colour of his cheeks. He was kind and liberal to a degree ; and, 
although he manifested, occasionally, the Irritability of his <* class," all his fHends 
loved him. 

If we are to class James Hogg among uneducated Poets, he must undoubtedly rank 
at the head of them. But as he had lived thirty years before he made the world ac- 
quainted with his powers, we can scarcely consider his productions as the mere off- 
spring of his mind, unformed by knowledge and unaided by experience. He was 
unquestionably a man of fine original genius ; and he confined himself to those topics 
with which his early habits and associations rendered him fiuniliar. His happiest and 
most popular poems are those which dwell most on the scenes and legends of the hUls 
and valleys of his native land. There is perhaps a national tone and feeling in hla 
writings, in which we Southrons do not wholly sympathise ; but In his own country 
we must consider him to be rather under than over rated. Bom in the very humblest 
condition of life, reared under eireumstances most adverse to the growth and develop- 
ment of mind, he obtained a popularity second only to that of Bums ; — ^he has written 
his name on enduring tablets in the literary annals of Great Britain, and It will go 
down to posterity with that of the most eminent of his many eminent countryman. 
Such is the triumph which ^^ius, even unaided, can achieve. 
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THE STRANDED SHIP. 



Mt spirit dreams of a peaceful bay 

Where once a ship in beauty lay. 

Floating between the waves and air» 

Each glad to claim a thing so fair. 

Her white wings to the smishine gleaming 

In anchored rest, — ^bright ensigns streaming, 

As if they wished away to fly 

From the proud ship which they glorify. 

Alas ! her wings no more expanded. 
High on the beach the ship is stranded ; 
And, reft of motion, never more 
Must walk above the ocean roar ! ' 
Yet the creatures of the deep, too blest 
Within their sunless caves to rest. 
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In the genial warmth of upper day 
Are rolling in unwieldy play ; 
Or shooting upwards tiirough the light 
With arrowy motion silvery hright, 
The silent summer air employ 
For their region of capricious joy ! 
While fairy shells in myriads lying. 
The smooth, hard sand in lustre dyeing. 
Encircle with a far-seen chain 
Of glory, — ^the most glorious main ! 
* nt * * * an * 

THB WEE HOUSIE. 

I LiRB thee weel, my wee auld house. 

Though laigh thy wa*s an' flat the riggin' ; 
Though round thy lum the sourock grows. 

An' rain-draps gaw nyr cozy higgin*. 
Lang hast thou happit mine and me. 

My head's grown grey aneath thy kipple ; 
And aye thy ingle cheek was free 

Baith to the blind man an' the cripple. 

4 

What gart my ewes thrive on the hill, 

An' kept my little store increasin' ? 
The rich man never wish'd me ill. 

The poor man left me aye his blessin*. 
Troth I maun greet wi' thee io part, 

Tliough to a better house I'm flittin' ; 
Sic joys will never glad my heart 

As I've had by thy hallan sittin'. 

My bonny bairns around me smiled. 

My sonsy wife sat by me spinning, — 
Aye lilting o'er her ditties wild, 

In notes sae artless an' sae winning. 
Our frugal meal was aye a feast. 

Our e'ening psalm a hymn of joy ; 
Sae calm an' peacefu' was our rest. 

Our bliss, our love, without alloy. 

I canna help but baud thee dear. 

My auld, storm -batter'd, hamely shieling ; 

Thy sooty lum, an' kipples clear, 
I better love than gaudy ceiling. 
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Thy roof will fa', thy rafters start. 

How damp an' cauld thy hearth will be ! 

Ah ! sae will soon ilk honest heart, 
That erst was blithe an' bauld in thee ! 

I thought to cower aneath thy wa'. 

Till death should dose my weary een ; 
Then leave thee for the narrow ha', 

Wi' lowly roof o' sward sae green. 
Farewell, my house an' bumie clear. 

My bourtree bush an' bowzy tree ! 
The wee while I maun sojourn here, 

111 never find a hame like thee. 



THE BROKEN HEART. 

Now lock my chamber-door, fatlier. 

And say you left me sleeping ; 
But never tell my step-mother 

Of all this bitter weeping. 
No earthly sleep can ease my smart, 

Or even a while reprieve it ; 
For there's a pang at my young heart 

That never more can leave it ! 

O, let me lie, and weep my fill 

O'er wounds that heal can never ; 
And O, kind Heaven ! were it thy will, 

To close these eyes for ever : 
For how can maid's affections dear 

Recal her love forsaken ? 
Or how can heart of maiden bear 

To know that heart forsaken ? 

O, why should vows so fondly made. 

Be broken ere the morrow — 
To one who loved as never maid 

Loved in this world of sorrow ! 
The look of scorn I cannot brave, 

Nor pity's eye more dreary ; 
A quiet sleep within the grave 

Is all for which I weary ! 
b2 
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Farewell, dear Yarrow's moontains green. 

And banks of broom so yellow ! 
Too bappy has this bosom been 

Within your arbonrs mellow. 
That happiness is fled for aye. 

And all is dark desponding — 
Have in the opening gates of day. 

And the dear home bevond them ! 



MAKr UKAt. 



SoMB say that my Mary Gray is dead. 

And that I in this world shall see her never ; 
Some say she is laid on her cold death-bed. 

The prey of the grave and of death for ever ! 
Ah, they know little of my dear maid. 

Or kindness of her spirit's Giver ; 
For every night she is by my side, — 

By the morning bower, or the moonlight river. 

My Mary was bonny when she was here. 

When flesh and blood was her mortal dwelling ; 
Her smile was sweet, and her mind was clear. 

And her form all virgin forms excelling. 
But oh, if they saw my Mary now. 

With her looks of pathos and of feeling. 
They would see a cherub's radiant brow. 

To ravish'd mortal eyes unveiling. 

The rose is the fairest of earthly flowers. 

It is all of beauty and of sweetness, — 
So my dear maid in the heavenly bowers, 

Elxcels in beauty and in meekness ! 
She has kiss'd my cheek, she has kaim'd my hair. 

And made a breast of heaven my pillow ; 
And promised her God to take me there 

Before the leaf falls from the willow ! 

Farewell ! ye homes of living men — 

I have no relish for your pleasures ; 
In the human fieu^e I naething ken 

That with my spirit's yearning measures. 
I long for onward bliss to be, 

A day of joy — a brighter morrow ; 
And from this bondage to be free, — 

Farewell, this world of sin and sorrow ! 
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THB SKYLARK. 

Bird of the wilderness. 

Blithesome and cumberless. 
Sweet be thy matin o'er moorland and lea ! 

Emblem of happiness. 

Blest is thy dwelling-place — 
O to abide in the desert with thee ! 

Wild is thy lay, and loud. 

Far in the downy cloud, 
Love gives it energy, love gave it birth. 

Where, on thy dewy wing. 

Where art thou journeying ? 
Thy lay is in heaven, thy love is on earth. 

O'er fell and fountain sheen. 

O'er moor and mountain green. 
O'er the red streamer that heralds the day. 

Over the cloudlet dim. 

Over the rainbow's rim. 
Musical cherub, soar, singing away ! 

Then, when the gloaming comes. 

Low in the heather blooms 
Sweet will thy welcome and bed of love be ! 

Emblem of happiness. 

Blest is thy dwelling place, — 
O to abide in the desert with thee ! 



AN ARABIAN BONO. 



Meet me at even, my' own true love. 
Meet me at even, my honey, my dove, 

Where the moonbeam revealing 

The cool fountain stealing. 

Away and away 

Through flow'rets so gay. 
Singing its silver roundelay. 

Love is the fountain of life and bliss. 
Love is the valley of joyfulness ; 

A garden of roses. 

Where rapture reposes, — 

A temple of light 

All heavenly bright ; 
O, virtuous love is the soul's delight ! 
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Felicia Dobotmba Bbowbb ww born in LiTerpool, on the lUt of September, 
1 793. Her father was Irish, and her mother German ;~much of the romanee which 
pervaded her character fh>m earliest childhood may be traced to this mixed descent. 
Her first youth wOm passed among the mountains and Talleys of North Wales : scenes 
so fertile in sublimity and beauty produced their natural eflbets ; the earnest and con- 
timial study of Shakspeare led to the power of giving language to thought.— and be- 
fore she had enteral her thirteenth year, a printed collection of her Juvenile Poems 
was actually before the world. Prom this period to the doee of her life she continued 
to send forth volume after volume, e a ch surpassing the other in sweetness and power : 
it seemed as if the intellectnal mine was inexhaustible, and perhaps her last produc- 
tion, of any length, will be considered her best. She married early : her marriage was 
not a happy one. Into the cause of her husband's estrangement, after she had bonie 
him five sons, it is not our province to inquire ; but it is impossible not to feel that the 
circumstance contributed to produce that sadness, which, as an under-current, runs 
through all her works :— 

•« Hsffv I not triad, and •MvBn, aad irilod tD Mod 
One true heart unto me^ whorego my ovn 
MlCbt flad a raitliw ptooe ^>' 

She resided several years at 8t« As^h, then removed to Wavertiee, near Liverpool, 
and finally to Dublin, where she died on the 16th of May, 18U. 

The character of Mrs. Hemans is in beautlftal keeping with her poetry. like the 
sweetest of all singing birds she was often heard but rarely seen. After her name be- 
came fiunillar to every reader in Eni^and, she shrunk ftom the public gaxe,--«nd, we 
believe, never visited the Metropolis. We have, however, the testimony of more than 
one intimate and loving fHend, that her unwillingness to enter general society arose 
flrom no unworthy disrelish fbr it. All her sympathies were in common with mankind. 
She is said to have possessed considerable beauty in youth ; but thought and anxiety 
had done the work of years,-— and it had passed long before its time. Her form waa 
exceedingly delicate ; her countenance was gentle, yet ftill of expression and intelli- 
gence ; and her long hair of silken auburn continued to the last remarkably proftise. 
Her manners were unassuming : she was reeerved to strangers— but among her friends 
cheerful even to playftilness. We have heard one of the most beloved of all her fbmi- 
liar associates— a kindred spirit, also too early lost— speak of her with the most earnest 
and devoted alibction. She described her conversation as singularly Ihsdnating,— fUl 
of rich poetry ; and Mr. Choiley, who loved her when living, and honoured her me- 
mory when dead, relates that some of her poems were printed almost exactly as they 
were spoken. 

The poetry of Mrs. Hemans will endure as long as the language in which it is writ- 
ten. It is essentially feminine. A tone of gentle, unforeed, and persuasive ooonvBss 
pervades it : it displays no fiery passion, and resoru to no vehement appeal ;— It touches 
upon nothing degraded or unnatural ; it is often sad, but never exhibits " a discon- 
tented or repining spirit ;" and though itaArds continual proofs of an eager longing 
for a " better land," and a mournlU consciousness that hex " Soul's lofty gifts* were 
insuffldent 

M To «|u«ich Ita panting tiiliet ftar hB|>plneM I** 

It manifests no unwillingness to bear meekly, patiently, and trustingly, the thousand 
Ills that fiesh is heir to. Few Poets, living or dead, have written so mucluand written 
so well. There is not, indeed, one among her productions that we mi^ cast from 
us with indifiference, or " willingly let die.** Her diction Is harmonious and free; 
her themes, though infinitely varied, are all happily chosen, and treated witft grace, 
originality, and Judgment. Her poetry Is ftill of images— but they are always natural 
and true: it Is studded with ornaments — but they are never unbecoming; she selected 
and distributed them with singular felicity. Though rarely energetic, she is never 
languid,— her tenderness never wearies; her piety— one of the chief sources of her 
power aniPher success— never degenerates into bitterness, but is at all times fervid 
and humanixing. The^try of Mrs. Hemans, indeed, may be likened to aCathedral 
chaunt,— deep, solemn, and impressive ; entrancing rather than exciting— yd deprvM- 
ing rather than elevating the spirits of those whose *< spiriU are attentive," . 
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HEMANS. 



CATHEDRAL HYMN. 



A niH and mighty minster of old Time ! 
A temple shadowy with remembrances 
' Of the majestic past ! — ^the very light 
Streams with a colouring of heroic days 
In every ray, whick leads through arch and aisle 
A path of dreamy lustre, wandering back ' 
To other years ; — and the rich fretted roof. 
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And the wrought coronals of summer leaves. 

Ivy and vine, and many a sculptured rose — 

The tenderest image of mortality — 

Binding the slender columns, whose light shafts 

Cluster like stems in corn-sheaves, — ^all these things 

Tell of a race that nohly, fearlessly. 

On their heart's worship poured a wealth of love ! 

Honour he with the dead ! — ^the people kneel 

Under the helms of antique chivalry. 

And in the crimson gloom from banners thrown. 

And midst the forms, in pale proud slumber carved 

Of warriors on their tombs. — ^The people kneel 

Where mail-dad chiefs have knelt ; where jewelled crowns 

On the flushed brows of conquerors have been set ; 

Where the high anthems of old victories 

Have made the dust give echoes. Hence, vain thoughts ! 

Memories of power and pride, which, long ago, 

Like dim processions of a dream, have sunk 

In twilight depths away. Return, my soul f 

The cross recals thee. — ^Lo ! the blessed cross ! 

High o'er the banners and the crests of earth, 

Fixed in its meek and still supremacy ! 

And lo ! the throng of beating human hearts. 

With all their secret scrolls of buried grief, 

All their full treasuries of immortal Hope, 

Gathered before their God ! Hark ! how the flood 

Of the rich organ barmony bears up 

Their voice on its high waves ! — ^a mighty burst ! — 

A forest- sounding music ! — every tone 

Which the blasts call forth with their harping wings 

From gulfs of tossing foliage there is blent : 

And the old minster — ^forest-like itself — 

With its long avenues of pillared shade. 

Seems quivering all with spirit, as that strain 

O'erflows its dim recesses, leaving not 

One tomb unthriUed by the strong sympathy 

Answering the electric notes. — Join, join, my sou] ! 

In thine own lowly, trembling consciousness. 

And thine own sohtude, the glorious hymn. 
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THE SONG OP NIGHT. 



I COME to thee, O Earth ! 
With all my gifts : — for every flower, sweet dew. 
In bell, and urn, and chalice, to renew 

The glory of its birth. 

Not one which glimmering lies 
Far amidst folding hiUs or forest-leaves, 
Bat, through its views of beauty, so receives 

A spirit of fresh dyes. 

I come with every star : 
Making thy streams, that on their noon- day track 
Gave but tlie moss, the reed, the lily back. 

Mirrors of worlds afar. 

I come with peace ; I shed 
Sleep through thy wood-walks o'er the honey-bee. 
The lark's triumphant voice, the fawn's young glee. 

The hyacinth's meek head. 

On my own heart I lay 
The weary babe, and, sealing with a breath 
Its eyes of love, send fairy dreams, beneath 

The shadowing lids to play. 

I come with mightier things ! 
Who calls me silent ? — I have many tones : 
The dark skies thrill with low mysterious moans 

Borne on my sweeping wings. 

I waft them not alone 
From the deep organ of the forest shades. 
Or buried streams, unheard amidst their glades. 

Till the bright day is done. 

But in the human breast 
A thousand still small voices I awake. 
Strong in their sweetness from the soul to shake 

The mantle of its rest. 
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I bring them from Uie past : 
From true hearts broken, gentle spirits torn, 
From cmsh'd affections, which, though long o'erbome. 

Make their tone heard at last. 

I bring them from the tomb ; 
O'er the sad conch of late repentant love. 
They pass — ^though low as murmurs of a dove — 

Like trumpets through the gloom. 

I come with all my train : 
Who calls me lonely ? — Hosts around me tread, 
Th' intensely bright, the beautiful, the dread — 

Phantoms of heart and brain ! 

Looks from departed eyes. 
These are my lightnings ! — ^filled with anguish vain. 
Or tenderness too piercing to sustain. 

They smite with agonies. 

I, that with soft control 
Shut the dim violet, hush the woodland song, 
I am th' Avenging One ! — the armed, the strong. 

The searcher of the soul ! 

I, that shower dewy light 
Through slumbering leaves, bring storms ! — the tempest birth 
Of memory, thought, remorse : — ^be holy, Eaitb. ! 

I am the solemn Night ! 



THE HEBREW MOTHER. 



Thb rose was in rich bloom on Sharon's plain. 
When a young mother, with her firstborn, thence 
Went up to Zion ; for the boy was vowed 
Unto the temple service. By the hand 
She led him ; and her silent soul, the while, 
Oft as the dewy laughter of his eye 
Met her sweet serious glance, rejoiced to think 
That aught so pure, so beautiful, was her's. 
To bring before her God ! 
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So passed they on. 
O'er Jadah*B hills ; and wheresoe'er the leaves 
Of the broad sycamore made sounds at noon. 
Like InUing rain-drops, or the olive boughs. 
With their cool dimness, crossed the sultry blue 
Of Syria's heaven, she paused, that he might rest : 
Yet from her own meek eyelids chased the sleep 
That weighed their dark fringe down, to sit and watch 
The crimson deepening o'er his cheeks' repose. 
As at a red flower's heart ; and where a fount 
Lay, like a twilight star, 'midst palmy shades. 
Making its banks green gems along the wild. 
There, too, she lingered, from the diamond wave 
Drawing clear water for his rosy lips. 
And softly parting clusters of jet curls 
To bathe hus brow. 

At last the fane was reached, — 
The earth's one sanctuary ; and rapture hushed 
Her bosom, as before her, through the day 
It rose, a mountain of white marble, steeped 
In light like floating gold. But when that hour 
Waned to the fareweU moment, when the boy 
Lifted, through rainbow-gleaming tears, his eye 
Beseechingly to her's, — and, half in fear. 
Turned from the white-robed priest, and round her arm 
Clung, even as ivy clings, the deep spring- tide 
Of nature then swelled high ; and o'er her child 
Bending, her soul brake forth, in mingled sounds 
Of weeping and sad song. — " Alas !" she cried, 

" Alas ! my boy ! thy gentle grasp is on me. 
The bright tears quiver in thy plying eyes. 

And now fond thoughts arise. 
And silver cords again to earth have won me. 
And like a vine thou claspest my fiill heart, — 

How sha)l I hence depart ? 

" How the lone paths retrace, where thou wert playing 
So late along the mountains at my side ? 

And I, in joyous pride. 
By every place of flowers my course delaying. 
Wove, even as pearls, the lilies round thy hair. 

Beholding thee so fair ! 

t2 
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" And, oh ! the home whence thy bright smile hath parted ! 
Will it not seem as if the sunny day 

Turned from its door away. 
While, through its chambers wandering, weary-hearted, 
I languish for thy voice, which past me still. 

Went like a singing rill ? 

" Under the palm-trees thou no more shall meet me. 
When from the fount at evening I return. 

With the full water-urn ! 
Nor will thy sleep's low, dove-like murmurs greet me. 
As 'midst the silence of the stars I wake. 

And watch for thy dear sake ! 

" And thou, wilt slumber's dewy cloud fall round thee. 
Without thy mother's hand to smooth thy bed ? 

Wilt thou not vainly spread 
Thine arms, when darkness a« a veil hath wound thee. 
To fold my neck ; and lift up, in thy fear, 

A cry which none shall hear ? 

" What have I said, my child ? — ^will He not hear thee 
Who the young ravens heareth from their nest ? 

Will He not guard thy rest. 
And, in the hush of holy midnight near thee, 
Breathe o'er thy soul, and fiU its dreams with joy ? 

Thou shalt sleep soft, my boy ! 

" I give thee to thy God !— the God that gave thee, 
A well-spring of deep gladness to my heart ! 

And, precious as thou art. 
And pure as dew of Hermon, He shall have thee, 
My own, my beautiful, my undefiled ! 

And thou shalt be His child ! 

" Therefore, farewell ! — ^I go ! my soul may fail me. 
As the stag panteth for the water-brooks. 

Yearning for thy sweet looks I 
But thou, my firstborn ! droop not, nor bewail me, — 
Thou in the shadow of the Rock shall dwell. 

The Rock of Strength,— farewell !" 



Digiti 



ized by Google 



HBMANS. 141 



THB CAPTIVE KNIGHT. 



'TwAS a trnmpet's pealing sound ! 
And the knight look'd down from the Paynim's tower, 
And a ChriBtian host, in its pride and power. 

Through the pass heneath him wound. 
Cease awhile, clarion ! clarion wild and shrill. 
Cease 1 let them hear the captive's voice, — be still ! 

" I knew 'twas a trumpet's note ! 
And I see my brethren's lances gleam. 
And their pennons wave, by the mountain stream. 

And tiieir plumes to the glad wind float ! 
Cease awhUe, clarion ! clarion wild and shrill, 
Cease ! let them hear the captive's voice, — ^be still ! 

" I am here, with my heavy chain ! 
And I look on a torrent, sweeping by» 
And an eagle, rushing to the sky. 

And a host, to its battle plain ! 
Cease awhile, clarion ! clarion wild and shrill. 
Cease I let them hear the captive's voice, — ^be still ! 

" Must I pine in my fetters here ? 
With the wild wave's foam, and the free bird's flight. 
And the tall spears glancing on my sight. 

And the trumpet in mine ear ? 
Cease awhile, clarion ! clarion wild and shrill. 
Cease ! let them hear the captive's voice, — ^be still ! 

" They are gone ! they have all pass'd by ! 
They in whose wars I had borne my part. 
They that I loved with a brother's heart. 

They have left me here to die ! 
Sound again, clarion ! clarion, pour thy blast ! 
Sound I for the captive's dream of hope is past !" 



THE TRUMPET. 



Thb trumpet's voice hath roused the land. 

Light up the beacon-pyre ! 
A hundred hills have seen the brand. 

And waved the sign, of fire ! 
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A hundred banners to the breeze 
Their gorgeous folds have cast ; 

And, hark ! was that the sound of seas ? 
A king to war went past ! 

The chief is arming in his hall. 

The peasant by his hearth ; 
The mourner hears the thrilling call, 

And rises from the earth ! 
The mother on her firstborn son 

Looks with a boding eve ; — 
They come not back, tbough all be won. 

Whose young hearts leap so high. 

The bard hath ceased his song, and bound 

The falchion to his side ; 
E'en for the marriage altar crowned. 

The lover quits his bride ! 
And all this haste, and change, and fear. 

By earthly clarion spread ! 
How will it be when kingdoms hear 

The blast that wakes the dead ? 



THE RETURN TO POETRY. 



Once more the eternal melodies from hr. 
Woo me like songs of home : once more discerning 
Through fitful clouds the pure majestic star. 
Above the poet's world serenely burning, — 
Thither my soul, fresh- winged by love, is turning. 
As o'er the waves the wood-bird seeks her nest. 
For those green heights of dewy stillness yearning. 
Whence glorious minds o'erlook the earth's unrest. 
Now be &e spirit of Heaven's truth my guide 
Through the bright land ! that no brief gladness, found 
In passing bloom, rich odour, or sweet sound. 
May lure my footsteps frt>m thejr aim aside : 
Their true, high quest — ^to seek, if ne'er to gain. 
The inmost, purest shrine of that august domain. 
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THB TREASURES OP THE DEEP. 

What hid'st thou in thy treasure caves and cells ? 

Thou hollow-sounding and mysterious main ! 
P&le glistening pearls, and rainbow coloured shells, 

Bright things which gleam unrecked of and in vain. 
Keep, keep thy riches, melancholy sea ! 

We ask not such from thee. 

Yet more, the depths have more ! — ^what wealth untold. 
Far down, and shining through their stillness, lies ! 

Thou hast the starry gems, the burning gold. 
Won from ten thousand royal argosies. 

Sweep o'er thy spoils, thou wild and wrathful main ! 
Earth claims not these again ! 

Yet more, the depths have more ! — ^thy waves have roUed 

Above the cities of a world gone by ! 
Sand hath filled up the palaces of old. 

Sea- weed o'ergrown the halls of revelry ! 
Dash o'er them, ocean ! in thy scornful play, 

Man yields them to decay ! 

Yet more, the billows and the depths have more ! 

High hearts and brave are gathered to thy breast ! 
They hear not now the booming waters roar, — 

The battle thunders will not break their rest. 
Keep thy red gold and gems, thou stormy grave ! 

Give back the true and brave ! 

Give back the lost and lovely ! — ^those for whom 
The place was kept at board and hearth so long ; 

The prayer went up through midnight's breathless gloom. 
And the vain yearning woke 'midst festal song ! 

Hold fast thy buried isles, thy towers o'erthrown, — 
But aU is not thine own ! 

To thee the love of woman hath gone down ; 

Dark flow thy tides o'er manhood's noble head, — 
O'er youth's bright locks and beauty's flowery crown ! 

Yet must thou hear a voice, — Restore the dead ! 

Earth shall reclaim her precious things frt>m thee ! 

Restore the dead, thou sea ! 
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Allan CuiiwiyoHAM waa born at BlAckwood* s place of much natural beauty, on 
Nithslde, a few miles above Dumflrles, on the 7th of December, 1784. His fttber and 
grandfkther were fisrmen ; and one of his ancestors, an officer under the great Mont- 
rose, shared In his leader's good and evU fortune at Kilsythe and Philiphaugh. Some 
hopes held out by a relative of a situation in India, having, it appears. fsJled, Allan, at 
eleven years of age, was removed fh)m school, to learn, under an elder brother, his 
biutness of a mason. This he did not dislike, and soon became a skilfbd workman ; 
but he loved still better to pore over old books — Glisten to old songs and talee— and roam 
among his native glens and hills. A thirst for knowledge came early ; but a love of 
writing, as we have heard him say, came late. Some of his lyrics, however, found their 
way into a singular book,— Cromek's " Remains of Nithsdale and Galloway 8ong,"~ 
and, passing for ancient, were received with an applause which at once startled and 
amused the writer. Dr. Percy boldly declared they were too good to be old ; and 
the author of " Marmion" has more than once said, that not even Bums himself 
had enriched Scottish song with more beautiftil effusions. In 1810, Mr. Cunningham 
was allured firom the I^ith to the Thames. For some years he attached himself to the 
public press; and in 1814, entered the studio of Sir Francis Chantrey, the distinguished 
sculptor, as superintendant of his works, — a station which he c(mtlnues to occupy. 
The first volume he ventured to publish was " Sir Marmaduke MaxweD,** a dramatic 
poem, named after one of the heroes of his native district. It was weU received by 
critics ; and Sir Walter Scott generously 

** HaadAd the ruillc i tnmger up to tune,** 

by a kind notice of his first attempt in the Preface to the *' Fortunes of Nigel." 
Thenceforward Mr. Cunningham took his place among the Poets of Great Britain* 
He has since supplied us with but occasional proofs of his right to retain it ; having 
devoted much of his leisure to Uie production of prose works of fiction ; and com- 
menced an undertaking of vast magnitude and importance, — ^the " Lives of tho Poets 
from Chaucer to Coleridge;" — a task for which he is eminently qualified. 

Few modem writers are more universally respected and esteemed than Mr. Cun- 
ningham ; he numbers among his personal friends all the most eminoit and accom - 
pushed of his contemporaries : in private life he has ever been irreproachable : — an 
early and a happy marriage probably preserved him from the errors and eccentrici- 
ties which too generally mark the csreer of a youth of genius, upon entering the pe- 
rilous maae of the metropolis;— where hundreds of as rare promise have sunk under 
the eifect of dissipation or despondency; and whose names are to be fimnd only in the 
terrible records of " Calamities of Authors." Cunningham, in person, seems better 
fitted to deal with huge blocks of marble than with creations of fimcy. His frame 
is of vigorous proportions; his countenance highly expressive of mental as well as 
physical power ; his eye keen and searching, but peculiarly gentle and winning. He 
combines industry with genius, and a rigid integrity with both. His biographies 
have been objected to on the ground that he has seen more to censure than to praise 
in the subjects of them : if, however, such contributions are valuable only as they 
are true, and in proportion to their distence from the imaginative and the mlalead- 
Ing, they are the best, and will be the most enduring of his works. 

The Poems of Cunningham, as we have intimated, are not numerous ; his last 
poetical production of any length,— the Maid of Elvar,— is, perhaps, his best : the 
scene of this little rastic epic, as he correctly styles it, is laid in his native vale ; and 
many of the delicious pictures it contains, with a true vein of poetry throughout, are 
drawn from raral life. It is, however, written in a measure ill calculated to become 
extensively popular. The poetical reputation of Allan Cunningham has been made, 
and is sustained, by his ballads and lyrical pieces. They are exquisite In feeling- 
chaste and elegant in style— graceftd in expression, and natural in conception : they 
seem, indeed, the mere and unstudied out-pourings of the heart; yet will bear the 
strictest and most critical inspection of those who consider elaborate finish to be at 
least the second requisite of writers of song. His own country has supplied him with 
his principal themes; and the peculiar dialect of Scotland— in which he frequently 
writes— his good taste prevents him from ever rendering harsh, or even inharmonious, 
to Southern ears. 
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Child of the country ! free as air 
Art thou, and as the sunshine fair ; 
Bom, like the lily, where the dew 
Lies odorous when the day is new ; 
Fed 'mid the May-flowers like the bee, 
Nurs'd to sweet music on the knee, 
Lull'd in the breast to that glad tune 
Which winds make 'raong the woods of June : 
I sing of thee ; — ^'tis sweet to sing 
Of such a fair and gladsome thing. 

Child of the town ! for thee I sigh ; 
A gilded roofs thy golden sky, 
A carpet is thy daisied sod, 
A narrow street thy boundless road, 
u 
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Thy rushing deer's the clattering tramp 

Of watchmen, thy best light's a lamp, — 

Through smoke, and not through trdlised vines 

And blooming trees, thy sunb^im shines : ' 

I sing of thee in sadness ; where 

Else is wreck wrought in aught so £air. 

Child of the country ! thy small feet 
Tread on strawberries red and sweet ; 
With thee I wander forth to see 
The flowers which most delight the bee ; 
The bush o'er which the throstle sung 
In April, while she nursed her young ; 
The den beneath the sloe-thorn, where 
She bred her twins the timorous hare ; 
The knoU, wrought o'er vrith wild bluebells. 
Where brown bees build their balmy cells ; 
The greenwood stream, the shady pool. 
Where trouts leap when the day is cool ; 
The shilfa's nest that seems to be 
A portion of the sheltering tree, — 
And other marvels which my verse 
Can find no language to rehearse. 

Child of the town ! for thee, alas ! 
Glad Nature spreads nor flowers nor grass ; 
Birds build no nests, nor in the sun 
Glad streams come singing as they run : 
A Maypole is thy blossom'd tree, 
A beetle is thy murmuring bee ; 
Thy bird is cag'd, thy dove is where 
Thy poulterer dwells, beside thy hare ; 
Thy fruit is pluck'd, and by the pound 
Hawk'd clamorous all the city round ; 
No roses, twinbom.on the stalk. 
Perfume thee in thy evening walk ; 
No voice of birds, — ^but to thee comes 
The mingled din of cars and drums. 
And startling cries, such as are rife 
When wine and wassail waken strife. 

Child of the country ! on the lawn 
I see thee like the bounding fawn. 
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Blithe as the hird which tries its wing 
The first time on the winds of spring ; 
Bright as the son when from the doud 
He comes as cocks are crowing loud ; 
Now running, shouting, 'mid sunbeams, 
Now groping trouts in lucid streams. 
Now spinning like a mill-wheel round. 
Now hunting echo's empty sound. 
Now climbing up some old tall tree — 
For climbing sake. 'Tb sweet to thee 
To sit where birds can sit alone. 
Or share with thee thy venturous throne. 

Child of the town and bustling street. 
What woes and snares await thy feet ! 
Thy paths are paved for five long miles. 
Thy groves and hills are peaks and tiles ; 
Thy fragrant air is yon thick smoke. 
Which shrouds thee like a mourning doak ; 
And thou art cabin'd and confined, 
At once from sun, and dew, and wind ; 
Or set thy tottering feet but on 
Thy lengthened walks of slippery stone ; 
The coachman there careering reels 
With goaded steeds and maddening wheels ; 
And Commerce pours each poring son 
In pelfs pursuit and hollos' run : 
While flush'd with wine, and stung at play, 
Men rush from darkness into day. 
The stream's too strong for thy small bark ; 
There nought can sail, save what is stark. 

Fly from the town, sweet child ! for health 
Is happiness, and strength, and wealth. 
There is a lesson in each flower, 
A story in each stream and bower ; 
On every herb on which you tread 
Are written words which, rightly read, 
Will lead you from earth's fragrant sod. 
To hope, and holiness, and God. 



u2 



Digiti 



ized by Google 



148 CUNNINOHAM. 



AWAKB, MY LOVB i 



AwAKB, my love ! ere morning's ray 
Throws off night's weed of pilgrim grey ; 
Ere yet the hare, cower'd dose from view, 
Licks from her fleece the clover dew : 
Or wild swan shakes her snowy wings. 
By hunters roused frx>m secret springs : 
Or hirds upon the boughs awake. 
Till green Arbigland's woodlands shake. 

She comb'd her curling ringlets down, 

Lac'd her green jupes, and clasp'd her shoon ; 

And from her home, by Preston-bum, 

Came forth the rival light of mom. 

The lark's song dropp'd, — now loud, now hush,- 

The goldspink answer'd frx>m the bush ; 

The plover, fed on heather crop, 

CaU'd from the misty mountain top. 

'Tis sweet, she said, while thus the day 
(jtows into gold from silvery grey. 
To hearken heaven, and bush, and brake. 
Instinct with soul of song awake ; — 
To see the smoke, in many a wreath. 
Stream blue from hall and bower beneath. 
Where yon blithe mower hastes along 
With glittering scythe and rustic song. 

Yes, lovely one ! and dost thou mark 
The moral of yon carolling lark ? 
Tak'st thou frx)m Nature's counsellor tongue 
The warning precept of her song ? 
£ach bird tbat shakes the dewy grove 
Warms its wild note with nuptial love ; 
The bird, the bee, with various sound. 
Proclaim the sweets of wedlock round. 



THB LASS OP QLBNBSLAN-M[LL. 



Trk laverock loves the dewy light. 
The bee the balmy fox-glove fair ; 

The shepherd loves the glowing mom. 
When song and sunsl^ne fill the air : 
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Bat I love best the summer moon. 

With all her stars, pure streaming still ; 

For then, in light and love I meet. 
The sweet lass of Gleneslan-mill. 

The violets lay their blossoms low. 

Beneath her white foot, on the plain ; 
Their fragrant heads the lilies wave. 

Of her superior presence fain. 

might I clasp her to my heart. 
And of her ripe lips have my will ! 

For loath to woo, and long to win. 
Was she by green Gleneslan-mill. 

Mute was the wind, soft fell the dew. 

O'er Blackwood brow bright glow'd the moon ; 
Rills mmmur'd mnsic, and tiie stars 

Refused to set oar heads aboon : 
Ye might have heard our beating hearts. 

Oar mixing breaths, — ^all was so still, 
Till morning's light shone on her locks, — 

Farewell, lass of Gleneslan-miU. 

Wert thou an idol all of gold. 
Had I the eye of worldish care,— 

1 could not think thee half so sweet. 

Look on thee so, or love thee mair. 
Till death's cold dewdrop dim mine eye. 

This tongue be mute, this heart lie still, — 
Thine every wish of joy and love, 

My lass of green Gleneslan-mill ! 



THB POET'S BRIDAL-DAY SONG. 

O ! my love's like the steadfiut sun. 

Or streams that deepen as they run ; 

Nor hoary hairs, nor forty years. 

Nor moments between sighs and fears ; 

Nor nights of thought, nor days of pain. 

Nor dreams of glory dreamed in vain, — 

Nor mirth, nor sweetest song which flows 

To sober joys and soften woes. 

Can make my heart or fsmcy flee 

One moment, my sweet wife, from thee. 



Digiti 



ized by Google 



150 CUNNINGRAlf. 

Even while I muse, I see thee sit 

In maiden hloom and matron wit ; 

Fair, gentle, as when first I sued 

Ye seem, but of sedater mood : 

Yet my heart leaps as fond for thee 

As when, beneath Arbigland tree. 

We stayed and wooed, and thought the moon 

Set on the sea an hour too soon ; 

Or lingered 'mid the falling dew. 

When looks were fond, and words were few. 

Though I see smiling at thy feet 

Five sons and ae fair daughter sweet ; 

And time, and care, and birth-time woes 

Have dimmed thine eye, and touched thy rose : 

To thee, and thoughts of thee, belong 

AU that charms me of tale or song ; 

When words come down like dews unsought. 

With gleams of deep enthusiast thought ; 

And fancy in her heaven flies free, — 

They come, my love, they come from thee. 

O, when more thought we gave of old 

To silver than some give to gold, 

'Twas sweet to sit and ponder o'er 

What things should deck our humble bower ! 

Twas sweet to pull, in hope, with thee« 

The golden fruit from fortune's tree ; 

And sweeter, stiU, to choose and twine 

A garland for these locks of thine ; 

A song- wreath which may grace my Jean, 

While rivers flow, and woods are green. 

At times there come, as come there ought. 
Grave moments of sedater thought, — 
When fortune frowns, nor lends our night 
One gleam of her inconstant light ; 
And hope, that decks the peasant's bower. 
Shines like the rainbow through the shower : 

then I see, while seated nigh, 

A mother's heart shine in thine eye ; 
And proud resolve, and purpose meek. 
Speak of thee more than words can speak, — 

1 think the wedded wife of mine 
The best of all that's not divine ! 
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A WBT 8HBBT AND A FLOWING SEA. 

A WBT sheet and a flowing sea, 

A wind that follows fast, — 
And fills the white and rostling sail. 

And bends the gallant mast : 
And bends the gafiant mast, my boys. 

While, like the eagle free. 
Away the good ship flies, and leaves 

Old England on the lee. 

O for a soft and gentle wind ! 

I heard a fair one cry ; 
But give to me the snoring breeze. 

And white waves heaving high : 
And white waves heaving high, my boys. 

The good ship tight and free, — 
The world of waters is our home. 

And merry men are we. 

There's tempest in yon homed moon, 

And lightning in yon doud ; 
And hark ! the music, mariners. 

The wind is piping loud : 
The wind is piping loud, my boys, 

The lightning flashing free, — 
While the hoUow oak our palace is. 

Our heritage the sea. 
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Lbioh Uuht is the aon of a clergyman of the Church of England, and was born at 
Southgate, in Middlesex, October the 19th, 1784. He, as well as Coieiidge and Lamb, 
received his early education at Christ's Hospital, and chiefly under the same grammar- 
master ; and, like Lamb, he was prevented finom going to the University (on the Christ's 
Hospital foundation, it is understood to be a preparatoiy step to holy orders) by an im- 
pediment in his speech — which, however, he had the good fortune to overcome. At 
school, as in after lift, he was remarkable for exuberance of animal spirits, and for pas- 
sionate attachment to his Mends, — a feeling, also, which years have not diminished ; 
but he evinced little care for study, except when the exerdses were in verse, when he 
would " give up" double the quantity demanded fram him. His prose themes (he has 
so told us among other interesting fkcts) were generally so bad, that the master used to 
crumple them in his hand, and throw them to the Iwys for their amusement. Mr. 
Hunt has been an ardent, though never an ungenerous, political partisan, and has suf- 
fered in almost every possible way for the advocacy of opinions, which, "whether right 
or wrong, he has lived to see in a great measure triumph. He is not the only early 
struggler for " Reform," who has been left by Reformers in power, to be recompensed 
l^ his own feelings. 

The acquaintance of Mr. Hunt and Lord Byron began in prison, where Mr. Hunt 
was confined for the publication of an article in the " Examiner," which he then con- 
ducted. It was pronounced to be a libel on the Prince Regent ;~and originated in his 
sympathy with the sufferings of the people of Ireland. To the history of their after 
intercourse we have not space to refer. Time has pretty nearly satisfied the world that 
Mr. Hunt by no means overdrew the picture of the noble Bard. The leading feature in 
Mr. Htmt's character is a love of truth. This was unpalatable to Lord Byron, and, for a 
time also, to the public. Animal spirits, — a power of receiving delight from the com- 
monest every-day otjects, as weU as from remote ones, — and a sort of luxurious natural 
piety (so to speak), are the prevailing influences of his writings. His friend, HaiUtt, 
used to say of him, in allusion to his spirits, and to his family-stock (which is ttom the 
West Indies), that he had " txopical blood in his veins." 

In person he is tall, and slightly formed; his countenance Is singularly fine; his 
eyes, like his complexion* are dark— but they have a gentle expression, akin to that of 
the gaielle. His look and his manner are both kindly and persuasive ; indeed we have 
rarely met any one who so completely realises our notions of benevolence. His con- 
versation is exquisitely pleasing,—" combining the vivacity of the schoolboy with the 
resources of the wit, and the taste of the scholar." We know little of his political 
writings ; they must have been fierce and bitter, — ^for they alanned his opponents, and 
delighted and encouraged his friends : but unquestionably the if ah is to be seen in the 
tender, graceful, and affectionate effusions of the Poet. He is only at home where the 
H^rt presides. In the earlier part of his career, his opinions were assailed with the 
severest hostility. He has outlived the animosity to which he was sutjjected ; the mis- 
fortunes to which he has been exposed have been met with philosophy ; and his enemies 
have, like generous antagonists, aided in binding up the wounds they had inflicted. 
He has at length received justice ftt>m all,— save his political " friends." 

The poetry of Leigh Hunt has been, and ever will be, appreciated, 1^ all who love 
nature, and sympathise with humanity. It is liable to the charge of occasional affecta- 
tion ; and it is to be lambnted that, at times, he defooes the beauty of a composition by 
some trifling puerilities. Mr. Haslitt appears to have divined the cause of these de- 
fects. *' From great sangulneness of temper, &t>m great quickness and unsuspecting 
simplicity, he runs on to the public as he does at his own fireside,— and talks about 
himself, forgetting that he is not always among friends." This disposition, however, 
is also the main source of his success. His nature is essentially oood ; and what be 
writes makes its way to the heart. The models he consults are the true old English 
Poets ; and the gayer spirits of Italy. He is a scholar, and " a special lover of books ;" 
yet we never find in him a touch of pedantry. His poetry is like his mind,— a sort of 
buoyant outbreak of Joyousnest ; and when a tone of sadness pervades it, it is so gentle, 
confiding, and hoping, as to be far nearer allied to resignation than repining. Perhaps 
there is no Poet who so completely pictures himself: it is a fine and natural and all- 
unselfish egotism ; and a glorious contrast to the gloomy and misanthropic moods which 
some Bards have laboured first to acquire, and then to portray. 
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SONGS AND CHORUS OF THE FLOWERS. 
BOtEt. 

Wb are blushing roses. 
Bending with oar fulness, 

'Midst out close-capp'd sister buds 
Warming the green coolness. 

Whatsoe'er of beauty 

Yearns and yet reposes. 
Blush, and bosom, and sweet breath, 

Took a shape in roses. 

X 
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Hold one of us lightly, — 
See from what a slender 

Stalk we bow'r in heavy hlooras. 
And roandness rich and tender : 

Know you not our only 
Rival flow'r, — ^the human ? 

Loveliest weight on lightest foot, 
Joy-abundant woman ? 



Wb are lilies fair. 

The flower of virgin light ; 
Nature held us forth, and said, 

" Lo ! my thoughts of white." 

Ever since then, angels 

Hold us in their hands ; 
You may see them where they take 

In pictures their sweet stands. 

Like the garden's angels 

Also do we seem ; 
And not the less for being crown'd 

With a golden dream. 

Could you see around us 

The enamour'd air. 
You would see it pale with bliss 

To hold a thing so fair. 



We are slumberous poppies. 

Lords of Lethe downs. 
Some awake, and some asleep. 

Sleeping in our crowns. 
What perchance our dreams may know. 
Let our serious beauty show. 

Central depth, of purple. 

Leaves more bright than rose, — 
Who shall tell what brightest thought 

Out of darkest grows ? 
Who, through what funereal pain. 
Souls to love and peace attain ? 
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Visions aye are on us. 

Unto eyes of power ; 
Hnto's alway-setting sun. 

And Proserpina's bower : 
There, like bees, the pale souls come 
For our drink, with drowsy hum. 

Taste, ye mortals, also ; 

Mill^-hearted, we ; — 
Taste, but with a reTerent care ; 

Active-patient be. 
Too much gladness brings to gloom 
Those who on the gods presume. 



Wb are the sweet flowers. 

Bom of sunny showers, 
(Think, whene'er you see us, what our .beauty saith ;) 

Utterance, mute and bright. 

Of some unknown delight. 
We fill the air with pleasure, by our simple breath : 

All who see us love us, — 

We befit all places : 
Unto sorrow we give smiles, — and unto graces, g^races. 

Mark our ways, how noiseless 

All, and sweetly voiceless. 
Though the March- winds pipe, to make our passage clear ; 

Not a whisper tells ' 

Where our small seed dwells. 
Nor is known the moment green, when our tips appear. 

We thread the earth in silence. 

In silence build our bowers, — 
And leaf by leaf in silence show, till we laugh a-top, sweet 
flowers. 

The dear lumpish baby. 

Humming with the May-bee, 
Hails us with his bright stare, stumbhng through the grass ; 

The honey-dropping moon. 

On a night in June, 
Kisses our pale pathway leaves, that felt the bridegroom pass. 

Age, the withered dinger. 

On us mutely gazes. 
And wraps the thought of his last bed in his childhood's daisies. 

x2 
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See (and scorn aU duller 

Taste) how heav'n loves colour ; 
How great Nature, clearly, joys in red and green ; — 

What sweet thoughts she thmks 

Of violets and pinks. 
And a thousand flushing hues, made solely to be seen : 

See her whitest lilies 

Chill the silver showers. 
And what a red mouth is her rose, the woman of the flowers. 

Uselessness divinest. 

Of a use the finest, 
Painteth us, the teachers of the end of use ; 

Travellers, weary eyed. 

Bless us, far and wide ; 
Unto sick and prison'd thoughts we give sudden truce : 

Not a poor town window 

Loves its sickliest planting. 
But its wall speaks loftier truth than Babylonian vaunting. 

Sagest yet the uses, 

Miz'd with our sweet juices, 
Whether man, or May-fly, profit of tiie balm ; 

As fedr fingers heal'd 

Knights from the olden field. 
We hold cups of mightiest force to give the wildest calm. 

Ev'n the terror, poison. 

Hath its plea for blooming ; 
Life it gives to reverent lips, though death to the presuming. 

And oh ! our sweet soul-taker. 

That thief, the honey maker. 
What a house hath he, by the thymy glen ! 

In his talking rooms 

How the feasting fumes. 
Till the gold cups overflow to tiie mouths of men ! 

The butterflies come aping 

Those fine thieves of ours. 
And flutter round our rifled tops, like tickled flowers with 
flowers. 

See those tops, how beauteous ! 
What fair service duteous 
Round some idol waits, as on their lord the Nine ? 
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Elfin court 'twould seem ; 

And taught, perchance, that dream 
Which the old Greek mountain dreamt, upon nights divine. 

To expound such wonder 

Human speech avails not ; 
Yet there dies no poorest weed, that such a glory exhales not. 

Think of all these treasures. 

Matchless works and pleasures. 
Every one a marvel, more than thought can say ; 

Then think in what bright show'rs 

We thicken fields and bow'rs. 
And with what heaps of sweetness half stifle wanton May : 

Think of the mossy forests 

By the bee-birds haunted. 
And all those Amazonian plains, lone l3dng as enchanted. 

Trees themselves are ours ; 

Fruits are bom of flowers ; 
Peach, and roughest nut, were blossoms in the spring : 

The lusty bee knows well 

The news, and comes pell-mell. 
And dances in the bloomy thicks with darksome antheming. 

Beneath the very burthen 

Of planet-pressing ocean. 
We wash our smiling cheeks in peace, — a thought for meek 
devotion. 

Tears of Phoebus, — ^missings 

Of Cytherea's kissings. 
Have in us been found, and wise men find them still ; 

Drooping grace unfurls 

Still Hyacinthus' curls, 
And Narcissus loves himself in the scJfish rill : 

Thy red lip, Adonis, 

StUl is wet with morning ; 
And the step, that bled for thee, the rosy briar adorning. 

Oh ! true things are fables. 

Fit for sagest tables. 
And the flow'rs are true things, — yet no fiibles they ; 

Fables were not more 

Bright, nor loved of yore, — 
Yet they g^w not, like the flow'rs, by every old pathway : 



Digiti 



ized by Google 



158 HUNT. 

Grossest hand can test us ; 
Fools may prize us never ; — 
Yet we rise, and rise, and rise^ — marvela sweet for ever. 

Who shall say, that flowers 

Dress not heaven's own howers ? 
Who its love, without us, can femcy, — or sweet floor ? 

Who shall even dare 

To say, we sprang not there, — 
And came not down that Love might hring one piece of heav'n 
the more ? 

Oh ! pray helieve that angels 

From those blue dominions. 
Brought us in their white laps down, 'twixt their golden pinions. 



TO A CHILD, DURING SICKNESS. 

Slbbp breathes at last from out thee. 

My little, patient boy ; 
And balmy rest about thee 

SmootfauB off the day's annoy. 
I sit me down, and think 

Of all thy winning ways ; 
Yet almost wish, with sudden shrink. 

That I had less to praise. 

Hiy sidelong pillow'd meekness, 

lliy thanks to all that aid. 
Thy heart, in pain and weakness. 

Of fiancied feults afraid ; 
The little trembling hand I 

That wipes thy quiet tears, — i 

These, these are things that may demand 

Dr^ul memories for years. 

Sorrows I've had, severe ones 

I will not think of now ; 
And calmly midst my dear ones. 

Have wasted with dry brow : 
But when thy fingers press. 

And pat my stooping head, 
I cannot bear the gentleness, — 

The tears are in their bed. 
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Ah ! firetborn of thy mother, . 

When life and hope were new ; 
Kind playmate of thy brother. 

Thy sister, father, too : 
My light where'er I go. 

My bird when prison bound, — 
My hand in hand companion, — ^no, 

My prayers shall hold thee round. 

To say, •• He has departed," — 

" His voice,"—" his face,"—" is gone ;" 
To feel impatient-hearted, 

Yet feel we must bear on : 
Ah, I could not endure 

To whisper of such woe. 
Unless I felt this sleep ensure 

That it will not be so. 

Yes, still he's fix'd, and sleeping I 

This silence too the while — 
Its very hush and creeping 

Seem whispering us a smile : — 
Something divine and dim 

Seems going by one's ear. 
Like parting wings of cherubim. 

Who say, " We've finish'd here." 



THE GLOVB AND THE LIONS. 

Kino Francis was a hearty king, and lov'd a royal sport. 
And one day, as his lions fought, sat looking on the court ; 
The nobles fill'd the benches round, the ladies by their side. 
And 'mongst them sat the Count de Lorge, with one for whom 

he sigh'd : 
And truly 'twas a gallant thing to see that crowning show. 
Valour and love, and a king above, and the royal b^ts below. 

Ramp'd and roar'd the lions, with horrid laughing jaws ; 
They bit, they glared, gave blows like beams, a wind went with 

their paws ; 
With wallowing might and stifled roar, they roll'd on one another. 
Till all the pit, with sand and mane, was in a thunderous smother ; 
The bloody foam above the bars came whizzing through the air : 
Said Francis, then, " Faith, gentlemen, we're better here than 

there." 
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De Lorge's love o'erheard the king, a beauteous, lively dame. 
With smiling lips and sharp bright eyes, which always seem'd 

the same; 
She thought. The count, my lover, is brave as brave can be — 
He surely would do wondrous things to show his love of me : 
King, ladies, lovers, all look on ; the occasion is divine, — 
111 drop my glove, to prove his love ; great glory will be mine. 

She dropp'd her glove, to prove his love, then look'd at him 

and smil'd ; 
He bow'd, and in a moment leap'd among the lions wild : 
The leap was quick, return was quick, he has regain'd the place. 
Then threw the glove, but not with love, right in the lady's face. 
" By God !" cried Frauds, " rightly done !" and he rose from 

where he sat ; 
" No love," quoth he, " but vanity, sets love a task like that !" 



THB FISH, THB MAN, AND THE SPIRIT. 
TO FISH. 

You strange, astonish'd-looking, angle-fsu^'d, 
Dreary-mouth'd, gaping wretches of the sea. 
Gulping salt water everlastingly. 

Cold-blooded, though with red your blood be grac*d. 

And mute, though dwellers in the roaring waste ; 
And you, all shapes beside, that fishy be, — 
Some round, some flat, some long, all devilry. 

Legless, unloving, infamously chaste ; 

O scaly, slippery, wet, swift, staring wights, 

What is't ye do ? What life lead ? eh, duU goggles ? 

How do ye vary your vile days and nights ? 

How pass your Sundays ? Are ye still but joggles 

In ceaseless wash ? Still nought but gapes, and bites. 
And drinks, and stares, diversified with boggles ? 

A tISU AMIWS&t. 

Amazing monster ! that, for aught I know. 

With the first sight of thee (hdst make our race 
For ever stare ! O flat and shocking face. 

Grimly divided from the breast below ! 

Thou, that on dry land horribly dost go 
With a split body, and most ridiculous pace 
Prong after prong, disgracer of all grace, 

Long-useless-finn'd, haired, upright, unwet, slow! 
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breather of unbreathable, sword-sharp air. 
How canst exist ! How bear thyself, thou cby 

And dreary sloth ? What particle canst share 
Of the only blessed life, the watery ? 

1 sometimes see of ye an actual pair 

Go by ! link'd fin by fin ! most odiously. 

THB FISH TVAV8 I«TO A MAV, AHD THSM XMTO A IPXAXT, AVD AOAIM SPKAKS. 

Indulge thy smiling scorn, if smiling still, 
O man ! and loathe, but with a sort of love ; 
For difference must itself by difference prove. 

And, with sweet dang, the spheres with music fill. 

One of the spirits am I, that at their will 
Live in whate'er has life — ^fish, eagle, dove — 
No hate, no pride, beneath nought, nor above, 

A visiter of the rounds of God's sweet skill. 

Man's life is warm, glad, sad, 'twixt loves and graves. 
Boundless in hope, honour'd with pangs austere. 

Heaven-gazing ; and his angel- wings he craves : — 
The fish is swift, small-needing, vague yet clear, 

A cold sweet silver life, wrapped in round waves, 
. Quicken'd with touches of transporting fear. 



ABOU BEN ADHEIC AND THE ANQEL. 

Abou Ben Adhem (may his tribe increase !) 
Awoke one night from a deep dream of peace. 
And saw, within the moonlight in his room. 
Making it rich, and like a lily in bloom. 
An angel, writing in a book of gold ; 
Exceeding peace had made Ben Adhem bold : 
And to the presence in the room he said, 
What writest thou ?" The vision rais'd its head. 
And, with a look made of all sweet accord, 
Answer'd, " The names of those who love the Lord." 
And is mine one ?" said Abou. " Nay, not so ;" 
Replied the angel. Abou spoke more low. 
But cheerly still ; and said, " I pray thee, then. 
Write me as one that loves his feDow-men." 

The angel wrote and vanished. The next night 
It came again, with a great wakening light. 
And shew'd the names whom love of God had bless'd. 
And lo ! Ben Adhem's name led all the rest. 
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Jonir Cl A«B WM born at Helpstone. ne«r Peterboroagh, NorthampUmahire, in 179S. 
Hi« father was a day labourer ; and the Poet was acquainted with Poverty long befbie 
he aaaociated with the Muse. His manhood has been doomed to a lot as serere, and it 
would seem that want is his only protpeet in old age ; for modem legislation has de- 
prived him even of .the *' hope" on which he reckons, in one of his early poema, as a 
" last resouroe,** 

** To claim the kumbto ptttane* onos a.wMk, 
Which JttiOoe ftmei Ihmi dladyoAil iirida.» 

The story of his life presenU, perhaps, one of the most striking and aflbcUng exam- 
ples that the history of unhappy genius has ever recorded ; mustrating in a sad and 
grievous manner the misery produced by the gift of mind in a humble station,— by 
great thoughts nourished in unfitting places. If ever the adage which tells us that a 
Poet is bom a Poet, has been practically realised, it is in the case of the peasant of 
Northamptonshire. If ever the pursuit of knowledge under difficulties has been made 
dear beyond a doubt, it is in his case. It is our melancholy task to add— if ever the 
oft-denied assertion, that genius is but the heritage of woe, maybe placed beyond con- 
troversy, it is in this instance also. By working " over-hours,*' he contrived to earn 
enough to pay for learning to read ; the savings of eight weeks sufficed to obtain a 
month's " schooling ;" and his first object having been achieved, his next was to procure 
books. A shilling made him the master of Thomson's '* Seasons ;" and he immediately 
began to compose poetry : but for some time afterwards, being unable to master ftands 
to procure paper, he was compeUed to entrust to his memory the preservation of his 
verses. He lived in the presence of Nature, and worshipped her with a genuine and 
natural passion : " the common air. the sun, the skies;" the " oldlkmillar lkces*'of the 
green fields, with their treasures of blade and wild flower, were the sources of his in- 
spiration ; and the people— their customs, their loves, their grieft, and their amuse* 
menu— were the themes of his verse. Thus he went on, making and writing poetry, 
for thirteen years, " without having received a single word of encouragement, and 
without the most distant prospect of reward." Perhaps his destiny would have been 
happier had he never encountered either. Accident, however, led to the publication 
of a volume of his Poems : it passed through several editions, and brought money to 
the writer; a few *' noble" patrons doled out some guineas : and we believe that some- 
thing like an annuity was purchased for the Poet;— several other volumes followed ; 
but the public no longer sympathized when they ceased to be astonished*— and latterly 
we Imagine, not only has the writer received nothing for his productions, but the sale 
of them has not sufficed to pay the expenses of their publication. 

Clare has, we understand, made an unsucoessftil, indeed a ruinous, attempt to im- 
prove his condition, by farming the ground be tilled ; and has for some years existed in 
a state of poverty, as utter and hopeless as that in which he passed his youth. He has 
a wife and a very large family ; and it is stated to us, that at times his mind gives way 
under the sickness of hope deferred. His appearance, when some years ago it was our 
lot to know him, was that of a simple rustic; and his manners were remarkably gentle 
and unassuming. He was short and thick, yet not ungraceftilf in person. His coun - 
tenance was plain but agreeable ; he had a look and manner so dreamy, as to have ap- 
peared sullen- but for a peculiarly winning smile ; and his forehead was so broad and 
high, as to have bordered on deformity. Further, we believe that in his unknown 
and uncherished youth, and in his after-days when some portion of fame and honour 
fell to his share, he midntainedafalr character, and has subjected himself to nocharge 
more unanswerable than that of indiscretion In applying the very limited ftinds with 
which he was furnished after the world heard of his name, and was loud in applause 
of his genius. It is not yet too late for a hand to reach him ; a very envied eelebrity 
may be obtained by some wealthy and good ** Samaritan ;"— Strawberry Hill might be 
gladly sacrificed for the fame of having saved Chatterton. 

We do not place him too high when we raiik John Clare at the head of the Poets who 
were, and con tinned to be, " uneducated ." according to the stricter meaning of the term . 
The most accomplished of British Poets will not complain at finding him introduced 
into their society :— setting aside all consideration of the peculiar circumstances 
under which he wrote, he is worthy to take his place among them. 
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Thbrb with the scraps of songs, and laugh» and tale. 
He lightens annual toil, while meny ale 
Goes round, and glads some old man's heart to praise 
The threadbare customs of his early days : 
How the high bowl was in the middle set 
At breakfest-time, when clippers yearly met, 
Fill'd full of furmety, where dainty swum 
The streaking sugar and the spotting plum. 
The maids could never to the table bring 
The bowl, without one rising from the ring 
To lend a hand ; who, if 'twere ta'en amiss. 
Would sell his kindness for a stolen kiss. 
The larg^ stone pitcher in its homely trim. 
And clouded pint-horn with its copper rim, 
t2 
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Were there; from which were drunk, with spirits high. 
Healths of the hest the cellar could supply ; 
While sung the ancient swains, in uncouth rh3rme8. 
Songs that were pictures of the good old times. 

Thus ale, and song, and healths, and merry ways. 
Keep up a shadow still of former days ; 
But the old heechen howl, that once supplied 
The feast of furmety, is thrown aside ; 
And the old freedom that was living then. 
When masters made them merry with their men ; 
When all their coats alike were russet hrown. 
And his rude speech was vulgar as their own — 
All this is past, and soon will pass away. 
The time-torn remnant of the holiday. 



THE QUI£T MIND. 



Thoitoh low my lot, my wish is won. 

My hopes are few and staid ; 
All I thought life would do is done. 

The last request is made. 
If I have foes, no foes I fear. 

To fate I live resigned ; 
I have a friend I value here. 

And that's a quiet mind. 

I wish not it was mine to wear 

Flushed honour's eunny crown ; 
J wish not I were Fortune's heir,— 

She frowns, and let her frown. 
I have no taste for pomp and strife. 

Which others love to find : 
I only wish the bliss of life — 

A poor and quiet mind. 

The trumpet's taunt in battle-field. 

The great man's pedigree, — 
What peace can all their honours yield ? 

And what are they to me ? 
Though praise and pomp, to eke the strife. 

Rave like a mighty wind ; 
What are they to the calm of life — 

A still and quiet mind ? 



Digiti 



ized by Google 



CLARB. 165 

I moam not that my lot ib low, 

I wish no higher state ; 
I sigh not that Fate made me so. 

Nor tease her to he great. 
I am content — ^for well I see 

What all at kst shall find, — 
That life's worst lot the hest may be. 

If that's a quiet mind. 

I see the world pass heedless by. 

And pride above me tower ; 
It costs me not a single sigh 

For either wealth or power : 
They are but men, and I'm a man 

Of quite as great a kind, — 
Proud, too, that life gives all she can, 

A calm and quiet mind. 

I never mocked at beauty's shrine, 
* To stain her lips with lies ; 
No knighthood's fame or luck was mine. 

To win love's richest prize : 
And yet I've found in russet weed. 

What all will wish to find. 
True love — end comfort's prize indeed, 

A glad and quiet mind. 

And come what will of care or woe. 

As some must come to all ; 
rU wish not that they were not so. 

Nor mourn that they befal : 
If tears for sorrows start at will. 

They're comforts in their kind ; 
And I am blest, if with me still 

Remains a quiet mind. 

When friends depart, as part they must. 

And love's true joys decay. 
That leave us like the summer dust. 

Which whirlwinds puff away : 
While life's allotted time I brave. 

Though left the last behind ; 
A prop and friend I still shaU have. 

If I've a quiet mind. 
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MARY LEE. 

I HAYB traced the valleys fair 
In May morning's dewy air. 

My bonny Mary Lee ! 
Wilt thou deign the wreath to wear, 

Gather'd all for thee ? 
They are not flowers of pride. 
For they graced the dingle-side ; 
Yet they grew in heaven's smile. 

My gentle Mary Lee ! 
Can they fear thy frowns the while. 

Though offered by me ? 

Here's the lily of the vale. 
That perfumed the morning gale. 

My fEury Mary Lee ! 
AH so spotless and so pale. 

Like thine own purity. 
And, might I make it known, 
'Tis an emblem of my own 
Love — if I dare so name 

My esteem for thee. 
Surely flowers can bear no blame. 

My bonny Mary Lee ! 

Here's the violet's modest blue. 

That 'neath hawthorns hides from view. 

My gentle Mary Lee, 
Would show whose heart is true. 

While it thinks of thee. 
While they choose each lowly spot, 
The sun disdains them not ; 
I'm as lowly, too, indeed. 

My charming Mary Lee ; 
So I've brought the flowers to plead. 

And win a smile from thee. 

Here's a wild rose just in bud ; 
Spring's beauty in its hood. 

My bonny Mary Lee ! 
'Tis the first in all the wood 

I could find for thee. 
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Though a blush is scarcely seen. 
Yet it hides its worth within. 
Like my love ; for I've no power. 

My angel, Mary Lee, 
To speak, unless tiie flower 

Can make excuse for me. 

Though they deck no princely haUs, 
In bouquets for glittering balls. 

My gentle Mary Lee ! 
Richer hues than painted walls 

Will make them dear to thee ; 
For the blue and laughing sky 
Spreads a grander canopy. 
Than all wealth's golden skill. 

My charming Mary Lee ! 
Love would make them dearer still. 

That offers them to thee. 

My wreathed flowers are few. 
Yet no ^rer drink the dew. 

My bonny Mary Lee ! 
They may seem as trifles too— 

Not I hope to thee. 
Some may boast a richer prize 
Under pride and wealth's disguise ; 
None a fonder offering bore 

Than this of mine to thee ; 
And can true love wish for more ? 

Surely not, Mary Lee ! 
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Cakolivk Eliiabbth Sa«ah Nohtov, the tacond danghter of Thomas, and the 
grand-daughter of Richard Brintley Sheridan, was bom in London. Soon after the union 
of Mr. Sheridan with her mother (the daughter of Colonel and Lady BUxabeth Gil- 
lander), he became conaomptiye, and was indnoed to try the effects of a warmer cli- 
mate upon his constitution. His wife accompanied htm to Madeira, and sabseqoently 
to the Oq>e, where, after lingering two or three years, he died. His still young and 
beautiftil widow returned to England, to superintend the education of her children, — 
a task to which she devoted herself with engrossing seal, passing the best and gene- 
rally the yainest years of a woman's life, apart ftom the gay world ; indiflerent to the 
lores of society, and sacrificing eyen her personal comforts to adyance their interests 
and form their minds. To this accomplished and excellent parent may be attributed 
much of Mrs. Norton's literary Ikme ; — ^It forms another link in that long chain of 
hereditary genius which has now been extended through a whole century. Her 
sister, the lady of the Hon. Captain Price Blackwood, is also a writer of consider- 
able taste and power : her publications have been anonymous, and she is disinclined 
to seek that notoriety which the *' pursuits of literature** obtain ;— but those wlw 
are acquainted with the productions of her pen will readily acknowledge their sur- 
passing merit. The sisters used, in their childish days, to write together; and, 
before either of them had attained the age of twelve years, they produced two 
little books of printo and verses, called, ** the Dandies' Ball," and ** the TAvelled 
Dandies ;** both being imitations of a species of caricature then in vogue. But we be- 
lieve that, at a much earlier pei;^od, Mrs. Norton had written poetry, which even now 
she would not be ashamed to see in print. Her disposition to " scribble," was, how' 
ever, cheeked rather than encouraged by her mother; for a long time, pen, ink, and 
paper were denied to the young Poetess, and works of fiction careftiUy kept out of 
her way, with a view of compelling a resort to occupations of a more uaefU diaraeter. 
Her active and energetic mind, notwithsUnding, soon accomplished its cherished pur- 
pose. At the age of seventeen, she wrote " the Sorrows of Rosalie ;" and, although it 
was not published until some time afterwards, she had scarcely passed her girlhood 
before she had established for herself the distinction which had long been attached to 
her maiden name. 

At the age of nineteen, Miss Sheridan was married to the Hon. George Chappie 
Norton, brother to the present Lord Qrandey. He had proposed for her three years pre- 
viously, but her mother had postponed the contract until the daughter was better quali- 
fied to fix her choice. These years had enabled her to make acquaintance with one whose 
early death prevented a union more consonant to her fbellngs. When Mr. Norton again 
aought her hand, he received it. It is unnecessary to add, that the marriage has not been 
a happy one : the world has heard the slanders to which she has been exposed; and a 
verdict of acquittal ttom all who, for a moment, listened to them, can soareety have 
atoned for the cruel and baseless suspicions to which she had been suhjected. 

Mrs. Norton has published two volumes of poetry, — '* The Sorrows of Rosalie," and 
" the Undying One." The former tells the story of a ruined cottage girl ; and the lat- 
ter is founded on the superstition of the wandering Jew. The sul^ect of the latter 
especially, was ill chosen ; a circumstance for which the authoress accounts, hy stating 
that until she married she had read fewer works of fiction than moot young persons. 
The St. Leon of Godwin, and the wild romance of Maturin, were unknown to her ; 
and she imagined she was imvkvtiho, when she was, in fact, only following In the 
path of her predecessors. 

Mrs. Norton is eminently beautifhl : her form is peculiarly gracefhl and dignified ; 
and her features are exquisitely chiseUed,— but hers is that intellectual beauty with 
which there is usually mingled a degree of haughtiness. She must occupy a high sta- 
tion among female authors, of which our age may boast a long and dasxUng lisL Her 
mind is of a high order ; but she is fhr firom having attained the aenlth of her fame. 

Her poetry is distinguished both by grace and energy. She is, perhaps, deficient in 
that inventive faculty in which some of her contemporaries have so greatly excelled ; 
but her productions are ftUl of thought,— there is nothhig of the aspect of poverty in 
any thing she has written ; on the contrary, her ideas seem too large and abundant for 
her verse ; and she far more often crowds her materials than ekes out a description by 
words that might be dispensed with. 
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THE MOURNERS. 

Low she lies, who blest our eyes 

Through many a sunny day ; 
She may not smile, she will not rise, — 

The life hath past away ! 
Yet there is a world of light beyond. 

Where we neither die nor sleep ; 
She is there, of whom our souls were fond, — 

Then wherefore do we weep ? 

The heart is cold, whose thoughts were told 
In each glance of her glad bright eye ; 

And she lies pale, who was so bright, 
She scarce seemed made to die. 
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Yet we know that her soul is happy now. 
Where the saints their ealni watch keep ; 

That angels are crowning that fair young hrow, — 
Then wherefore do we weep ? 

Her laughing voice made aU rejoice. 

Who caught the happy sound ; 
There was gladness in her very step, 

As it lightly touched the ground. 
The echoes of voice and step are gone, , 

There is silence still and deep ; 
Yet we know she sings hy God's bright throne, — 

Then wherefore do we weep ? 

• 

The cheek's pale tinge, the lid's dark fringe. 

That lies like a slmdow there. 
Were beautiful in the eyes of all, — 

And her glossy golden hair ! 
But though that lid may never wake 

From its dark and di^amless sleep ; 
She is gone where young hearts do not break, — 

Then wherefore do we weep ? 

That worid of light with joy is bright, 

This is a world of woe : 
Shall we grieve that her soul hath taken flight. 

Because we dwell below ? 
We will bury her under the mossy sod. 

And one long bright tress we'll keep ; 
We have only given her back to God, — 

Ah ! wherefore do we weep ? 



THE MOTHER'S HEART. 

When first thou earnest, gentle, shy, and fond. 
My eldest-bom, first hope, and dearest treasure. 

My heart received thee with a joy beyond 
All that it yet had felt of earthly pleasure ; 

Nor thought that any love again might be 

So deep and strong as that I felt for thee. 
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Faithful and fond, with sense beyond thy years. 

And natural piety that lean'd to heaven ; 
Wrong by a hs^nik word suddenly to tears. 

Yet patient of rebuke when justly given : 
Obedient,— easy to be reconciled ; 
And meekly cheerful, — such wert thou, my child ! 

Not willing to be left ; still by my side 

Haunting my walks, while summer-day was dying ; 
Nor leaving in thy turn : but pleased to glide 

Thro' the dark room where I was sadly lying. 
Or by the couch of pain, a sitter meek. 
Watch the dim eye, and kiss the feverish cheek. 

Oh ! boy, of such as thou are oftenest made ' 

Earth's fragile idols ; like a tender flower. 
No strength in all thy freshness, — prone to fade, — 

And bending weakly to the thnnder-shower ; 
Still, round the loved, thy heart found force to bind. 
And dung, like woodbine shaken in the wind ! 

Then thou, my merry love ; — ^bold in thy glee. 
Under the bough, or by the firelight dancing. 

With thy sweet temper, and thy spirit free. 

Didst come, as restless as a bird's wing glancing. 

Full of a wild and irrepressible mirth. 

Like a young sunbeam to the gladden'd earth ! 

Thine was the shout ! the song ! the burst of joy ! 

Which sweet from childhood's rosy lip resoundeth ; 
Thine was the eager spirit nought could doy. 

And the glad heart from which all grief reboundeth ; 
And many a mirthful jest and mock reply, 
Lurk'd in the laughter of thy dark blue eye ! 

And thine was many an art to win and bless. 
The cold and stem to joy and fondness warming; 

The coaxing smile ; — the frequent soft caress ; — 
The earnest tearful prayer aU wrath disarming ! 

Again my heart a new afifection found, 

But thought that love with ihee had reach'd its bound, 
z 2 
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At length thou earnest ; thoa, the last and least ; 

Nick-named " the Emperor," by thy laoghing brothers. 
Because a haughty spirit swell'd thy breast. 

And thou didst seek to rule and sway the others ; 
Mingling with every playful infiint wile 
A mimic majesty that made us smile : — 

And oh ! most like a regal child wert thou ! 

An eye of resolute and successful scheming ; 
Fair shoulders — curling Up — and dauntless brow — 

fit for the world's strife, not for Poet's dreaming : 
And proud the lifting of thy stately head. 
And the firm bearing of thy conscious tread. 

Different from both ! Yet each succeeding daim, 
I, that all other love had been forswearing. 

Forthwith admitted, equal and the same ; 
Nor injured either, by this love's comparing ; 

Nor stole a fraction for the newer caU, — 

But in the mother's heart found room for all ! 



THE CHILD OP EARTH. 



Faintkr her slow step fieQls from day to day. 

Death's hand is heavy on her darkening brow ; 
Yet doth she fondly cling to earth, and say, 

" I am content to die, — ^but, oh ! not now ! — 
Not while the blossoms of the joyous spring 

Make the warm air such luxury to breathe ; 
Not while the birds such lays of gladness sing ; 

Not while bright flowers around my footsteps wreathe. 
Spare me, great Gk>d ! lift up my drooping brow ; 
I am content to die, — ^bnt, oh I not now !" 



The spring hath ripened into summer time ; 

The season's viewless boundary is past; 
The glorious sun hath reached his burning prime : 

Oh ! must thb glimpse of beauty be the last ? 
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" Let me not perish while o*er land and lea. 
With silent steps, the Lord of light moves on ; 

Not while the murmur of the mountain-hee 
Greets my dull ear with music in its tone ! 

Pale sickness dims my eye and clouds my brow ; 

I am content to die, — but, oh ! not now !" 



Summer is gone : and autumn's soberer hues 

Tint the ripe fruits, and gild the waving com ; 
The huntsman swift the flying game pursues. 

Shouts the halloo ! and winds his eager horn. 
" Spare me awhile, to wander forth and gaze 

On the broad meadows, and the quiet stream, 
To watch in silence while the evening rays 

Slant through the fading trees with ruddy gleam ! 
Cooler the breezes play around my brow ; 
I am content to die, — ^but, oh ! not now !" 



The bleak wind whistles : snow-showers, feur and near. 

Drift without echo to the whitening ground ; 
Autumn hath passed away, and, cold and drear. 

Winter stalks on with frozen mantle bound : 
Yet still that prayer ascends. '* Oh ! laughingly 

My little brothers round the warm hearth crowd. 
Our home-flre blazes broad, and bright, and high, 

And the roof rings with voices light and loud : 
Spare me awhile ! raise up my drooping brow ! 
I am content to die, — ^but, oh ! not now !" 



The spring is come again — ^the joyful spring ! 

Agaia the banks with clustering flowers are spread ; 
The wild bird dips upon its wanton wing : — 

The child of earth is numbered with tiie dead ! 
*' Thee never more the sunshine shall awake. 

Beaming all redly through the lattice-pane ; 
The steps of friends thy slumbers may not break. 

Nor fond familiar voice arouse again ! 
Death's silent shadow veils thy darkened brow ; 
Why didst thou Unger ? — thou art happier now !" 
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Samuxl Rooxms wm born In London, in the year I76t : bis fkther was • banker,— 
and the Poet, it it known, followi the same profitable calling. His first work, an ** Ode 
to Superstition, and other Poems," was published in 1786. It met with consldenUe 
success; and the appearance of the " Pleasures of Memoiy," in 1792, at once esta- 
blished a reputation, which has continued undiminished for nearly half a century. 
The " Pleasures of Memory" was followed by an ** Epistle to a Friend;" ** the Voyage 
of Columbus;'* and " Jacqueline," which was originally published in the same ▼olume 
with Lord Byron's " Lara." This was succeeded by *' Human Life." His last, and we 
think his greatest, work, *« Italy," was published in 1823. An edition of this VQlame, 
magnificently illustrated by a series of fine engravings, from the designs of Turner 
and Stothard, q^peared in 1830 ; and, although it was at first considered that the an- 
ther sought only to indulge his fiuicy by alarge expenditure, for which he did not stnti- 
cipate a return, we belieye the extent of its sale has been so large, that the experiment 
has been exceedingly lucratiye. The other " Poems'* were published on a similar plan, 
in 1834. The two volumes are, without exception, the most exquisite examples of em- 
bellished books which our age, m fertile in such achievements, has yet produced. They 
afford proof that a Judicious employment of capital cannot fail to ensure sueeeas. It is 
scarcely necessary to observe, that the Editor of the " Book of Gems" Is Indebted to 
Mr. Rogers for the suggestion of his work. 

Mr. Rogers is now not a young man. He has preserved his fhme, notwithstanding 
that since he obtained it so many new and vigorous competitors have started for the 
same goal. Portraits of him, in abundance, have been published : they ail give us the 
outlines of a countenance strongly marked,— but not one of them supply us with the 
smallest notion of the shrewd and observant man, who, through nearly all his Ufo in 
*' populous city pent," has looked much about him, both at home and abroad ; has de- 
voted all his leisure to the *' proper study of mankind ;" and whose natural talent has 
been matured and polished by a long intercourse with all the finer spirits of the age. 
Few men have been more extensively known, or more univetsally courted ; his oon- 
versation is remarkably brilliant, and his wit pure and original. 

Mr. Rogers, it is said, wrltei with labour, and polishes with exceeding care. His 
poems are not, perhaps, remarkable for passion or vigour; and he does not attempt 
invention. They are, however, surpassingly sweet, touching, and correct; a fUae 
rhyme, or an inharmonious sound, rarely or never occurs in any of his productiona. 
He is the contemplative philosopher, rather than the man of action. It nuqr be 
that his earnest desire to refine, has often lessened the strength of a thought ; and 
that the melody of his verse has procured him more admirers than the energy of 
his conceptions ; but If the grand ofeiJect of a writer Is to give pleasure to a reader, he 
has undoubtedly attained It. The " Pleasures of Memory" has stood the test of time ; 
the grandsires of the present race loved it; and It remains one of the most popular 
productions of the press. His " Italy" will for ever hold place among the finest poems 
in the language. Its leading feature Is simplicity. Nature itself is not more Ihse tmrn 
meretricious and inappropriate ornament. It is the record of a " keen observer" — 
learned and contemplative— passing through a country, every spot of which has been 
nuule fkmiliar to the scholar by his books, telling aU he sees, hears, and thinks. In 
language so unforced and natural, so graceftil and impressive, that the people with 
their habits, and the palaces with their traditions, sppear actually before the reader. 
In a brief prefoce to the work, he says, ** wherever he came he could not but nxMnic- 
■an;"- it is, however, In calling actual observation and experience to the aid of 
memory and reading, that his great excellence conslsU. His deacriptlons are marvel- 
tously accurate : with a single sentence he pictures a whole scene; the worthy and the 
unworthy of past ages are brought, as it were, under our very eyes; and the deep 
pathos with which the legendary tales are told, U singularly affbcting. Who that haa 
read the story of Oinevra can ever forget it f How dUforent from— because how much 
more natural than— the solemn dignity of Childe Harold, or the Impassioned glow of 
Corinne, is the " luly" of Rogers. It is, indeed, a romance without exaggeration ; a 
book of travels, without a tedious detail; a history of classic ground, which may be 
acquired without struggling to obtein it through the schools ; and apoem, with all the 
best* most exciting, and most atUactive attributes of poetry. 
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Dbar is my little native vale. 

The ring-dove bnilds and mormara there ; 
Close by my cot she tells her tale 

To every passing villager. 
The squirrel leaps from tree to tree. 
And shells his nuts at liberty. 

In orange-groves and myrtle-bowers. 
That breathe a gale of fragrance round, 

I charm the fairy-footed hours 

With my loved lute's romantic sound ; 

Or crowns of living laurel weave 

For those that win the race at eve. 
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The shepherd's horn at break of day. 
The Indlet danced in twilight glade. 

The canzonet and roundelay 

Song in the silent greenwood shade : 

These simple joys, that never £ai], 

Shan bind me to my native vale. 



ON A TEAR. 



Oh ! that the Chemist's magic art 
Could crystallize this sacred treasure ! 

Long should it glitter near my heart, 
A secret source of pensive pleasure. 

The little briUiant, ere it fell. 

Its lustre caught from Chloe's eye ; 

Then, trembling, left its coral ceU, — 
The spring of Sensibility ! 

Sweet drop of pure and pearly light ! 

In thee the rays of virtue shine, — 
More calmly clear, more mildly bright. 

Than any gem that gilds the mine. 

Benign restorer of the soul ! 

Who ever fly'st to bring relief, — 
When first we feel the rude controul 

Of love or pity, joy or grief. 

The sage's and the poet's theme. 
In every clime — ^in every age ; 

Thou charm'st in fancy's idle dream. 
In reason's philosophic page. 

That very law which moulds a tear. 
And bids it trickle from its source. 

That law preserves the ^rth a sphere. 
And guides the planets in their course. 
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TO AN OLD OAK. 



Round thee, alas ! no shadows move, — 

From thee no sacred murmurs breathe ! 
Yet within thee, thyself a grove. 
Once did the eagle scream above. 
And the wolf howl beneath ! 

There once the steel-clad knight reclined. 

His sable plumage tempest- toas'd ; 
And, as the death-bell smote the wind. 
From towers long fled by human kind. 
His brow the hero cross'd ! 

Then culture came, and days serene, — 

And village-sports, and garlands gay : 
Full many a pathway cross'd the green, — 
And maids and shepherd-youths were seen 
To celebrate the May ! 

Father of many a forest deep. 

Whence many a navy thunder fraught ! 
Erst in thy acorn-cells asleep. 
Soon destined o'er the world to sweep. 

Opening new spheres of thought ! 

Wont in the night of woods to dwell. 

The holy Druid ^w thee rise ; 
And, planting there the guardian-spell. 
Sung forth, the dreadful pomp to swell 
Of human sacrifice ! 

Thy singed top and branches bare 

Now straggle in the evening sky ; 
And the wan moon wheels round to glare 
On the long corse that shivers there 
Of him who came to die ! 



Digiti 



ized by Google 



178 LANDON. 

Ljbtitia Eatsabsth Lahbov, wm bom In Hans Flaee, London. Slie la of th* 
old Herefordshire fkmllj, of Tedatone-DeUmere. Her &ther wu, originallj, in- 
tended for the navy; and sailed his first voyage as a midshipman, with Us relative, 
Admiral Bowyer: ho afterwards became a partner with Mr. Adair, the vdl known 
army agent, but died while his daughter waa very young. Her unde, the Rev. Dr. 
Landon, ia Head of Worcester College, and Dean of Exeter. As we have heard her say, 
she cannot remember the time when eomposition — ^In some shape or other— was not a 
habit. She used in her earilest childhood to invent long stories, and repeat them 
to her brother ; these aoon took a metrical fbrm, and she fluently walked about the 
grounda of Trevor Park, and lay awake half the night, reciting her verses aloud. The 
realitiea of life began with her at a very early period. Her tether's altered cireurostanoes 
induced her to direet her mind to publication ; and some of her poems were transmit- 
ted to the Editor of "the Literary Oasette,"— the first and the most constant of all her 
literary IHends. He could scarcely believe they were written by the child who was in- 
troduoed to hbn. " The Improvvisatrice" soon afterwards appeared, and obtained for 
her that reputation, to which eveiy succeeding year lus larpdy contributed. 

In person Miss Landon ia small, and delicately ftamed ; her fbrm is exquisitely 
moulded ; and her countenance ia ao fUl of expression, that, although her Ibaturea 
are by no means regular, she must be considered handsome. Her conversation la 
brilliant, and abounds in wit. Like most persons of -genius, her spirits are either too 
high or too low ; and those who have seen her only during her moments of Joyousnesa, 
imagine that the sadness whifth too generally pervades her writings, ia all unreal:— 

•• Blame not her mirth who wm «d jc«tardar9 
And maj be aed to-morrow.** 

One of her prose tales records the history of her childhood. It Is but a gloomy one— 
and she treats it as the shadow of her after life. In a communication before us, she 
says, *' I write poetry with far more ease than I do prose, and with far greater ra- 
pidity. In prose, I oAen stop and hesitate for a word,— in poetiy, never. Poetry 
alwajrs carries me out of myself; I forget every thing in the world but the subject 
which has interested my imagination. It is the most subtle and insinuating of plea- 
sures,— but, like all pleasures, it Is dearty bought. It is always succeeded by extreme 
depression of spirits, and an overpowering sense of bodily fhtlgne. Mine has been a 
successftil career; and I hope I am earnestly grateftil for the encouragement I have 
received, and the friends I have made,— but my life has convinced me that a public 
career must be a painfbl one to a woman. The envy and the notoriety cany with them 
a bitterness which predominates over the praise." It has perhaps been her lot te en- 
counter those beat of frienda^-enemies— on her path through an eventftil life ; but she 
has the affection, as well as the admiration, of many ; and her own generous and ardent 
seal in ibrwarding the Interests «tf those she regards, haa not always been met with in- 
difference or ingratitude. 

Miss Landon has been nearly all her life a resident in London. Her poetry, there- 
fore, dwells more upon human pasaions, desires, and enjoyments — ^the themes and 
persons that history has rendered sacred — the glorious chivalries of gone-by ages, and 
the ruins of nations, — ^than upon the gentler topics, objects, and characters which 
those who live in the country cherish, venerate, and love. It is to lie lamented, that 
her intimacy with Nature has been so limited and constrained, and that the scope of 
her genius has been therefore narrowed. The sources of her fiune have, however, 
been numerous and productive; and her poems have obtained a popularity scarcely 
second t^ tha*^Df any British writer. She not only obtained a reputation— she has 
austained it: it is acknowledged and appreciated wherever the English language is 
understood. When she quitted the less substantial topics in which her early youth 
delighted, fbr themes more worthy of the Muse, she proved the strength of her mind, 
as well as the richness of her fkncy ; and her latter productions are unquestionably her 
besti The extent of her labour is absolutely starUing. A htrge proportion of her poems 
remain scattered through various periodical works :— we believe, if collected, they 
would form a greater number of volumes than those already published; and her 
writings in prose are records of her industry, no leas than of her genius. 
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LITTLB RED RIDING HOOD. 

Comb back, come back together. 

All ye fancies of the past. 
Ye days of April weather,' 
Ye shadows that are cast 

By the haunted hours before ! 
Come back, come back, my childhood; 

Thou art summoned by a spell 
From the green leaves of the wild wood, . 
From beside the charmed well ! 
For Red Riding Hood, the darling, — 
The flower of fairy lore. 
A a 2 
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The fields were covered over 
With colours, as she went ; 
Daisy, buttercup, and clover. 
Below her footsteps bent. 

Summer shed its shining store, 
She was happy as she prest them 

Beneath her little feet ; 
She pluck'd them and caress'd them — 
They were so'very sweet. 

They had never seemed so sweet before. 
To Red Riding Hood, the darling, — 
The flower of feirv lore. 



How the heart of childhood dances 

Upon a sunny day ! 
It has its own romances. 

And a wide, wide world have they ! 
A world where phantasie is king. 
Made all of eager dreaming, — 

When once grown up and tall ; 
Now is the time for scheming. 
Then we shall do them all ! 

Do such pleasant fancies spring 
For Red Riding Hood, the darling, — 
The flower of fairy lore ? 

She seems like an ideal love. 

The poetry of childhood shown. 
And yet loved with a real love. 
As if she were our own ; 

A younger sister for the heart ; 
Like the woodland pheasant. 

Her hair is brown and bright ; 
And her smile is pleasant. 
With its rosy light. 

Never can the memory part 
With Red Riding Hood, the darling,- 
The flower of feiry lore. 

Did the painter, dreaming 

In a morning hour. 
Catch the fairy seeming 

Of this ftdry flower ? 
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Winning it with eager eyes. 
From the old enchanted stories. 

Lingering with a long delight, 
On the unforgotten glories 
Of the infant sight ? 

Giving ns a sweet surprise 
In Red Riding Hood» the darling, — 
The flower of fairy lore ? 

Too long in the meadow staying. 

Where the cowslip hends. 
With the buttercups delaying 
As with early friends. 

Did the little maiden stay. 
Sorrowful the tale for us. 

We, too, loiter mid life's flowers, 
A little while so glorious. 
So soon lost in darker hours. 

All love lingering on their way. 
Like Red Riding Hood, the darling,*- 
The flower of fairy lore. 



THE FIRST GRAVE, 
IW TRS VXW CHURCHTAAO AT BAOMPTOW. 

A 8IN0LB grave ! — ^the only one 

In this unbroken ground. 
Where yet the garden leaf and flower 

Are lingering around. 
A single grave ! — ^my heart has felt 

How utterly alone 
In crowded halls, were breathed for me 

Not one familiar tone ; 

The shade where forest-trees shut out 

All but the distant sky ; — 
I've felt the loneliness of night 

When the dark winds pass'd by : 
My pulse has quicken'd with its awe. 

My lip has gasped for breath ; 
But what were they to such as this, — 

The solitude of death ! 
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A single gp*ave ! — we half forget 

How sunder human ties. 
When round the silent place of rest 

A gathered kindred lies. 
We stand beneath the haunted yew^ 

And watch each quiet tomb ; 
And in the ancient churchyard feel 

Solemnity, not gloom : 

The place is purified with hope. 

The hope that is of prayer ; 
And human love, and heavenward thought. 

And pious faith, are there. 
The wild flowers spring amid the grass. 

And many a stone appears, — 
Carved by aflfection's memory. 

Wet with affection's tears. 

The golden chord which binds us all 

Is loosed, not rent in twain ; 
And love, and hope, and fear, unite 

To bring the past again. 
But THIS grave is so desolate. 

With no remembering stone ; 
No fellow-graves for S3rmpathy, — 

'Tis utterly alone. 

I do not know who sleeps beneath. 

His history or name, — 
Whether if, lonely in his life. 

He is in death the same : 
Whether he died unloved, unmoumed. 

The last leaf on the bough ; 
Or, if some desolated hearSi 

Is weeping for him now. 

Perhaps this is too feoiciful : — 

Though single be his sod. 
Yet not the less it has around 

The presence of his God. 
It may be weakness of the heart, 

But yet its kindliest, best : 
Better if in our selfish world 

It could be less represt. 
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Those gentler charities which draw 

Man closer with his kind ; 
Those sweet humanities which make 

The music which they find. 
How many a hitter word 'twould hush, — 

How many a pang 'twould save, 
1/ life more precious held those ties 

YHiich sanctify the grave ! 



Ths moon is sailing o'er the sky. 
But lonely all, as if she pined 

For somewhat of companionship. 
And felt it were in vain she shined : 

Earth is her mirror, and the stars 
Are as the court around her throne ; 

She is a heauty and a queen, — 
But what is this ? she is alone. 

Is there not one — not one — to share 
Thy glorious royalty on high ? 

I cannot choose hut pity thee. 
Thou lovely orphan of the sky. 

I'd rather he the meanest flower 
That grows, my mother earth, on thee. 

So there were others of my kin. 
To hlossom, bloom, droop, die with me. 

Earth, thou hast sorrow, grief, and death ; 

But with these better could I bear. 
Than reach and rule yon radiant sphere. 

And be a solitary there. 



MorU on the Adriatic, every wave 

Is turned to light, and mimics the blue sky, 

As if the ocean were another heaven ; 

Column, and tower, and fretted pinnacle 

Are white with sunshine ; and the few soft shades 

Do but relieve the eye. 
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The moming-tiine — 
The sammer time, how beautiful they are ! 
A buoyant spirit fills the natural world. 
And sheds its influence on humanity ; 
Man draws his breath more lightly, and forgets 
The weight of cares that made the night seem long. 
How beautiful the summer, and the mom» 
When opening over forest and green field. 
Waking the singing birds, till every leaf 
Vibrates with music ; and the flowers unfold. 
Heavy and fragrant with their dewy sleep. 
But here they only call to life and light 
The far wide waste of waters, and the waUs 
Of a proud city, — ^yet how beautiful ! 
Not tiie cahn beauty of a woodland world. 
Fraught with sweet idleness and minstrel-dreams : 
But beauty which awakes the intellect 
More than the feelings ; that of power and mind — 
Man's power, man's mind — for never city raised 
A prouder or a fiedrer brow than Venice, 
The daughter and the mistress of the sea. 

Far spread the ocean, — ^but it spread to bear 
Her galleys o'er its depths, for war or wealth ; 
And raised upon foundations, which have robbed 
The waters of its birthright, stand her halls. 

Now enter in her palaces : a world 
Has paid its tribute to their luxury ; 
The harvest of the rose, on Syria's plains. 
Is reaped for Venice ; from the Indian vales 
The sandal- wood is brought to bum in Venice ; 
The ambergris that floats on eastern seas. 
And spice, and cinnamon, and pearls that lie 
Deep in the gulf of Ormus, are for Venice ; 
The Persian loom doth spread her silken floors ; 
And the clear gems from far Golconda's mines 
Bum on the swanlike necks of her proud daughters — 
For the fedr wife of a Venetian noble 
Doth often bear upon her tvor^ arm 
The ransom of a kingdom. By the sword. 
Drawn by the free and fearless ; by the sail. 
That sweeps the sea for riches, which are power. 
The state of Venice is upheld : she is 
A Christian Tyre, — save that her sea-girt gates 
Do fear no enemy, and dread no fall. 
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Mom on the Adriatic, bright and glad ! 
And yet we are not joyful ; ti^ere is here 
A stronger influence than sweet Nature's joy : 
The scene hath its own sorrow, and the heart 
Ponders' the lessons of mortality 
Too gp*avely to be warmed by that delight 
Bom of the sun, and air, and morning prime. 
For we forget the present as we stand 
So much beneath die shadow of the past : 
And here the past is mighty. Memory 
Lies heavy on the atmosphere around ; 
There is th.e sea, — ^but where now are the ships 
That bore the will of Venice round the world ? 
Where are the sails that brought home victory 
And wealth from other nations ? No glad prows 
Break up the waters into sparkling foam : 
I only see some sluggish fishing-boats. 
There are the palaces, — their marble fronts 
Are grey and worn ; and the rich furniture 
Is stripped from the bare walls ; or ebe the moth 
Feeds on the velvet hangings. There they hang, — 
The many pictures of the beautiful. 
The brave, the noble, who were once Venetians : 
But hourly doth the damp destroy their colours. 
And Titian's hues are faded as the &ce 
From which he painted. With a downcast brow. 
Drawing his dark robe round him, which no more 
Hides tibe rich silk or gems, walks the Venetian ; 
Proud, with a melancholy pride which dwells 
Only upon the glories of the dead ; 
And humble, with a bitter consciousness 
Of present degradation. 

These are the things that tame the pride of man ; 
The spectral writings on the wall of time, — 
Warnings from the Invisible, to show 
Man's destiny is not in his own hands. 
Cities and nations, each are in their turn 
The mighty sacrifice which Time demands. 
And ofiers up at the etemal throne, — 
Signs of man's weakness, and man's vanity. 
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GsoKOS Cbolt wm bom In Irduid, towardt the dote of the lait eentniy. Befaiy 
Intended for the Church, he entered the Irish Univenity, Trinity College, Dublin, at 
•n early age,— obtained a loholarthip, and mioeeatively proceeded to the degrees of 
A.B. and A.M. He was ordained by O'Belme, Bishop of Meath— the firlend of Edmund 
Burke — and put in charge of a parish in his diocese. His residence was ihTounUe to 
the study of his profession : the Tillage church stood on the borders of an immense 
lake, imbedded in mountains; and the solitude amid which the Poet thought and 
wrote, strengthened his mind, and prepared it to contest for eminence in the great 
world he was to enter. After remaining some years in this retirement, he visited 
London; — ^it was at the animating period when England first embarked in the Spanish 
war. Sharing the general impulse of the time, and intending to see, in person, the 
land whose sudden achieTements restored almost her old days of romance, he applied 
himself vigorously to acquire the Spanish language. On the first announcement that 
the Elbe was open, he went to Germany. No moment could have been more interest- 
Ing to a British observer. The Continent had been a sealed book since the short peace 
of Amiens. During the interval the most singular changes had been wrought in 
every Continentol state. The three great capitals of the Continent hsd been entered 
by the French armies. The population had been alternately broken down by military 
severity, and roused to resistance by foroign extortion. Men and mannas had changed ; 
half a generation had gone down into the grave ;— all waa now strange, and impressed 
with the character of the great convulsion. Dr. Croly has given some aeoount of this 
aspect of things, in a lately published volume, entitled, the " Year of Liberation,'*-- 
formed ttom his recollections of the time. He resided chiefly in Hamburgh, — the re- 
turn of the French troops preventing all intercourse with the interior of Gennany. 
Napoleon had flooded the Continent again with his conscripts, and all was confu- 
sion. In 1815, Paris was opened to the world. The lost army of France capitulated 
behind the Loire, and the conqueror of Waterloo replaced the old family of the 
French kings on the throne. The curiosity of the English led them to Paris in 
multitudes; and Dr. Croly remained there for some time. But his chief interest 
seems to have been excited by the localities and monuments of the Revolution ; while 
the generality of the visiters occupied themselves with the later memorials of the 
empire which abound in Paris, and which form some of the most striking ornaments 
of that capital, he was engrossed by the scenes which had been distinguished in the 
revolutionary period and reign of terror,— the Temple, the Carmes, the site of the 
Bastille, the prison of the Abbaye, frc. With those impressions on his mind, on his 
return to England, he produced his first poem, entitled, '* Paris in 1815." It was suc- 
cessftil, and was followed at intervals by other poems,—'* The Angel of the World." a- 
Tragedy on the subject of the Catillnarian Conspiracy, — " Gems from the Antique," &c. 

Dr. Croly is, thus, a writer of tragedy and comedy ;— an almost universal Poet; a 
painter of rich and glowing romance; a daring interpreter of the darkest mystery of 
the Scriptures,— the Apocalypse of St. John ; a skilAiI and searohing critic; and an elo- 
quent and accomplished preacher. His poems have not obtained a popularity adequate 
to their merit— perhaps because he manifests but little sympathy with his kind. He 
is grand and gorgeous, but rarely tender and aflectionate ; he builds a lofty and magni- 
ficent temple, but it is too cold and stately to be a home for the heart. In several of his 
minor productions, he is exceedingly vigorous and animated, — and from his " Gems'* 
may be selected some of the boldest and most striking compositions in the language. 

A few years since he published his tirst work in prose, " Salathiel, a story of the 
Past, the Present, and the Future," founded on the legend of the " Wandering Jew." 

But, as we have intimated, in subjects of this order, which are, indeed, analogous 
to his profession. Dr. Cndy had not neglected the more direct studies of theokigy. 
He has produced several works on the chief matters of divinity ; among the rest, 
a New Interpretation of the Apocalypse of St. John,— which has arrived at a third 
edition.' In the year 18SI, Lord Brougham, on taking the seals, gave him one of the 
livings in his gift as Chancellor. In 1835, Lord Lyndhurst, then Chancellor, gave him 
the rectory of St. Stephen's, Walbrook, which involved the surrender of his former 
living. A few years previously he had received fh>m his own University, what he 
probably felt as scarcely a less gratifying mark of recollection, the unsolicited degree 
ofLL.D. 
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THE TUILERIE8. PROM " PARIS, IN 1815." 

Largb, lofty, gorgeous, all that meets the eye. 
Strong with the stamp of ancient majesty ; 
The impress which so undefined, yet clear. 
Tells that the former mighty have been there. 
All looking hoary pomp ; the walls rich scroll*d. 
The roof high flourished, arras stiff ynth gold. 
In many a burning hue and broad festoon 
Wreathing those casements, blazon'd now with noon ; 
The marble tablets on their silver claws. 
Loaded with nymph, and grace, and pix, and vase. 
Bb2 
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Beside the tninror foot, the Indian screen 
Dazzling the eye with dragons red and green ; 
The mighty mirror, brightning, doubling all. 
In its deep crystal lit an endless hall. 

The rout a moment paused, gave glance and smile, 
Then scatter'd on, to wonder through the pile ; 
Yet there was beauty in the very light 
That round the chamber roU'd its gush of white ; 
And well the wanderer there might feel his gaze 
Tranced by the bright creations of the blaze. 



PERICLES AND ASPASIA. 

This was the ruler of the land. 
When Athens was the land of flame : 

This was the light that led the band. 
When each was like a living flame : 

The centre of earth's noblest ring. 

Of more than men, the more than king ! 

Yet, not by fetter, nor by spear. 
His sovereignty was held or won ; 

Fear'd, — ^but alone as freemen fear ; 
Loved, — ^but as freemen love alone : 

He waved the sceptre o'er his kind. 

By Nature's first great title — ^mind ! 

Resistless words were on his tongue ; 

Then eloquence first flash'd below ! 
Full arm'd to life the portent sprung, 

Minerva, from the thunderer's brow ! 
And his the sole, the sacred hand. 
That shook her segis o'er the land ! 

And thron'd immortal, by his side, 
A woman sits, with eye sublime, — 

AsPASiA, all his spirit's bride ; 

But if their solemn love were crime. 

Pity the beauty and the sage, — 

Their crime was in their darken'd age. 
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He perish'd — ^but his wreath was won — 
He perish'd on his height of fame ! 

Then sank the cloud on Athens' sun ; 
Yet still she conquer'd in his name. 

Fill'd with his soul, she could not die — 

Her conquest was posterity ! 



LINES WRITTEN AT 8PITHRAD. 

Hakk to the knell ! 
It comes in the swell 

Of the stormy ocean wave ; 
Tis no earthly sound, 
But a toll profound 

From the mariner's deep sea grave. 

When the billows dash* 
And the signals flash. 

And the thunder is on the gale ; 
And the ocean is white 
In its own wild light. 

Deadly, and dismal, and pale. 

When the lightning's blaze 
Smites the seaman's gaze, 

And the sea rolls in fire and in foam ; 
And the surges' roar 
Shakes the rocky shore, 

We hear the sea-kndl come. 

There 'neath the billow. 
The sand their pillow. 

Ten thousand men lie low ; 
And still their dirge 
Is sung by the surge. 

When the stormy night-winds blow. 

Sleep, warriors ! sleep 
On your pillow deep 

In peace ! for no mortal care. 
No art can deceive, — 
No anguish can heave 

The heart that once slumbers there. 
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Shout for the mighty mea 

Who died along this shore, — 

Who died within this mountain glen ! 

For never nobler chieftain's head 

Was laid on valour's crimson bed. 
Nor ever prouder gore 

Sprang forth, than theirs who won the day 

Upon thy strand, Thermopylae ! 

Shout for the mighty men. 

Who on tihie Persian tents. 
Like lions from their midnight den. 
Bounding on the slumbering deer, 
Rush'd — a storm of sword and spear — 

Like the roused elements. 
Let loose from an immortal hand. 
To chasten or to crush a land ! 

But there are none to hear ; 

Greece is a hopeless slave. 
Lbonidas ! no hand is near 
To lift thy fiery falchion now : 
No warrior makes the warrior's vow 

Upon thy sea-wash'd g^ve. 
The voice that should be raised by men. 
Must now be given by wave and glen. 

And it is given ! the surge — 

The tree — ^the rock — the sand — 
On freedom's kneeling spirit urge. 
In sounds that speak but to the free. 
The memory of thine and thee ! 

The vision of thy band 
Still gleams within the glorious dell. 
Where their gore hallow'd, as it fell ! 

And is thy grandeur done ? 

Mother of men like these ! 
Has not thy outcry gone 
Where Justice has an ear to hear ? 
Be holy ! God shall guide thy spear ; 

Till in thy crimson'd seas 
Are plunged the chain and scimitar, 
Gbbbcb shall be a new-bom star ! 
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THE DEATH OF LEONIOAB. 



It was the wild midnight, 
A storm was on the sky ; 

The lightning gave its light. 
And the thunder echoed by. 

The torrent swept the glen. 
The ocean lash'd the shore ; 

Then rose the Spartan men. 
To make their bed in gore ! 

Swift from the deluged ground 
Three hundred took the shield ; 

Then, silent, gathered round 
The leader of the field. 

He spoke no warrior-word, — 
He bade no trumpet blow ; 

But the signal thunder roar'd. 
And they rush'd upon the foe. 

The fiery element 

Show'd, with one mighty gleam. 
Rampart, and flag, and tent. 

Like the spectres of a dream. 

All up the mountain side. 
All down the woody vale. 

All by the rolling tide 

Waved the Persian banners pale. 

And King Leonidas, 

Among the slumbering band. 
Sprang foremost from the pass. 

Like the lightning's living brand. 

Then double darkness fell. 

And the forest ceased its moan ; 

But there came a clash of steel, 
And a distant, 4ying groan. 
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Anon, a trumpet blew, ^ 

And a fiery sheet burst high« 

Hiat o'er the midnight threw 
A blood-red canopy. 

A host glared on the hiU, — 
A host glared by the bay ; 

But the Greeks rush'd onwards still. 
Like leopards in their play. 

The air was all a yell. 

And the earth was all a flame. 

Where the Spartan's bloody steel 
On the silken turbans came. 

And stiU the Greek rush'd on 
Beneath the fiery fold. 

Till, like a rising sun. 

Shone Xerxes' tent of gold. 

They found a royal feast, 

His midnight banquet, there ! 

And the treasures of the east 
Lay beneath the Doric spear. 

Then sat to the repast 
The bravest of the brave ! 

That feast must be their last, — 
That spot must be their grave. 

They pledged old Sparta's name 
In cups of Syrian wine. 

And the warrior's deathless fame 
Was sung in strains divine. 

They took the rose-wreath'd lyres 
FVom eunuch and from slave ; 

And taught the languid wires 
The sounds that freedom gave. 

But now the morning star 

Crown'd (Eta's twilight brow : 

And the Persian horn of war 
From the hills began to blow. 
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Up rose the glorious rank. 
To Greece one cup pour'd high, — 

Then, hand in hand, Uiey drank 
" To Immortality !" 

Fear on King Xerxes feU, 

When, like spirits from the tomb. 
With shout and trumpet-knell. 

He sow the warriors come. 

But down swept all his power. 

With chariot and with charge ; 
Down pour'd the arrowy shower. 

Till sank the Dorian's targe. 

They march'd within the tent. 
With all their strength unstrung ; 

To Greece one look they sent. 
Then on high their torches flung. 

To heaven the blaze uproU'd, 

Like a mighty altar-fire ; 
And the Persians' gems and gold 

Were the Grecians' funeral pyre. 

Their king sat on the throne* 

His captains by his side, — 
While the flame rush'd roaring on. 

And their psean loud replied ! 

Thus fought the Greek of old, — 

Thus will he fight again ! 
Shall not the selfsame mould 

Bring forth the selfsame men ? 
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CflAKLsa WoLFB was born In Dublin, on the Hth of DeccmbOTp 1791. He leeeiired 
hta ewly edueation at a school In Winchester : his classical attainments dlstli^niBhed 
him when very young; and on entering, in 1809, the University of his native dty. 
he had already given prooHi of the genius which, although perceived and appreci- 
ated by all who knew him, was unhappily known to the world only when death had 
removed him alike from censure and praise. In College he soon became remarkaUe ; 
obtained a scholarship ; gained several prises, and attracted general attention as one of 
the roost promising yonng men of the time. His mind, however, appears to have been 
reflective rather than energetic ; and when the chief excitements to distinction ceased 
to inilttenoe him, he preferred the easy lilb of a country curate to the continued struggle 
Ibr aoademlo fkme. It is said, however, that his ambitious hopes were ehUIed by the 
nnflivourable result of a deep attachment : one of his friends writes, that " it pressed 
upon both mind and body; until this unlbrtunate epoch of his life, he had been In the 
enjoyment of robust health,— but the sickness at his heart soon communicated itself to 
his whole frame. Even his general deportment waa quite altered." He settled in an 
obscure comer of Tyrone Gounty, and was afterwards removed to the curacy of Castle 
Caulfleld, In the diocese of Armsgh :— his duties were discharged with unremitting 
aeal; and he succeeded In obtaining the aflbctlon aa well as the respect of his parish- 
ioners. In the sprhig of 18X1 , symptoms of consumption made their appearance, and 
he was at length Ipduced by his friends to remove from his parish, and commence a 
search after health in more genial climates. For a short time he resided In Devon- 
shire, and afterwards at Bourdeaux. His restoration to health was but temporary. 
•« The Ihtal disease,** writes his amiable and excellent biographer, Ifr. Russell, ■* which 
had been long apprehended, proved to have taken frill hold of his constitution. The 
bounding step which expressed a constant buoyancy of mind, became slow and ibetale : 
his robust and upright figure began to droop ; his marked and prominent features ac- 
quired a sharpness of form ; and his complexion, natursJly ikir, assumed the pallid 
cast of wasting disease." He died at the Cove of Cork, on the S 1st of February, IttS. 
While at College Mr. Wolfe wrote the Poem which has, perhaps, obtained as wide 
a popularity as any single production In the English language. It was not, however, 
until after his death that the world became conscious of his value, and of the loos It 
had sustained. The lines on the burial of Sir John If core, were printed in Captain 
Medwin's " Conversations of Lord Byron," by whom they were Ughly praised, and 
to whom the author of the work attributed them. Soon after the publication of the 
book, however, they were claimed for Ifr. Wolfe by several of his friends, and ample 
proof was adduced of his right to the celebrity they were calculated to confer. Upon 
how slight chances does immortality depend I The Poem, small as it is, has been 
the means of registering the writer's name in the records of ftune ; and though it 
cannot be doubted that the circumstances connected with the publicity it obtained, 
and the sympathy consequently excited by the early death of one who had already 
manifested so much genius, has greatly increased the admiration produced by 1^— 
and wm prevent the critic fhxm exerdsing a sound Judgment in considering it, its 
exceeding beauty will not be denied. Although Mr. Wolfe produced but few other 
Poems, he aflbrded sufficient proof that if drcunutances had directed his mind to 
the cultivation of poetry, he would have greatly eurpassed this oomposition, which he 
so little Imagined would become (hmous. He appears to have been quite indiflfarent 
to the fete of his " Lines :" they had been circulated fuU of errors, from one News- 
paper to another; and probably the author had himself forgotten their production. 
Fortunately for his posthumous fune— that flune which many so ardently covet— they 
had been repeated by him to a few of his scquaintancea, one of whom was in his so- 
ciety when part of them was written, or they would now be wandering without an 
owner ; and the name of Charles Wolfe as little known to the world, as that of any 
of the " gems" which 

«( The daric, unftOioinod depUu of ocean bmr.*» 
The Poem has been compared, we think unwisely, with Campbell's "Hobenlinden,** 
to which it is certainly inferior. If Mr. Wolfo had anticipated the sensation his *' Lines" 
created, he would, no doubt, have materially improved his composition, and have re- 
fined the structure of his verse, without Impairing its vigour. 
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THE BURIAL OF SIR JOHN MOORE. 

Not a drum was heard, not a funeral note. 
As his corse to the rampart we hurried ; 

Not a soldier discharged his farewell shot 
O'er the grave where our hero we buried. 

We buried him darkly at dead of night. 
The sods with our bayonets turning, — 

By the struggling moonbeam's misty light. 
And the lantern dimly burning. 

No useless coffin enclosed his breast. 

Not in sheet or in shroud we wound him ; 

But he lay like a warrior taking his rest. 
With his martial cloak around him. 
G c 2 
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Few and short were the prayers we said. 
And we spoke not a word of sorrow ; 

But we stedfastly gazed on the face that was dead. 
And we hitterly thought of the morrow. 

We thought, as we hollow'd his narrow bed. 
And smoothed down his lonely pillow. 

That the foe and the stranger would tread o'er his head. 
And we far away on the billow ! 

Lightly theyll talk of the spirit that's gone. 
And o'er his cold ashes upbraid him ; — 

But litde he'll reck, if they let him sleep on 
In the grave where a Briton has laid him. 

But half of our heavy task was done. 

When the dock struck the hour for retiring ; 

And we heard the distant and random gun. 
That the foe was sullenly firing. 

Slowly and sadly we laid him down. 

From the field of his fame fresh and gory : 

We carved not a line, and we raised not a stone, — 
But left him alone with his glory. 



If I had thought thou couldst have died, 

I might not weep for thee ; 
But I forgot, when by thy side. 

That thou couldst mortal be ! 
It never through my mind had past. 

The time would e'er be o'er, — 
And I on thee should look my last, 

And thou shouldst smile no more ! 

And still upon that face I look. 
And think 'twill smile again ; 

And still the thought I will not brook. 
That I must look in vain ! 
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But when I speak, thou dost not say 

What thou ne'er left'st unsaid ; 
And now I fed, as well I may. 

Sweet Mary ! thou art dead ! 

if thou wonld'st stay, e'en as thou art. 

All cold, and all serene, — 
I still might press thy silent heart. 

And where thy smiles have been ! 
While e'en thy chill, bleak corse I have, 

Thou seemest still mine own ; 
But there I lay thee in thy grave, — 

And I am now alone ! 

I do not think, where'er thoa art. 

Thou hast forgotten me ; 
And I, perhaps, may soothe this heart. 

In thinking too of thee : 
Yet there was round thee such a dawn 

Of light ne'er seen before, — 
As fancy never could have drawn. 

And never can'restore ! 
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Waltxk Savaob Lahdok was bom at Ipsley Court, Warwlckahire— the leatof hb 
family, an ancient and h<Niounble one— on the 30th of January, 1775. He was edu> 
cated at Rugby. When he had reached nearly the head of the school, he was too 
young for the Univenity, and was placed under the tuition of Mr.'Langley, at Ash- 
bourne, in Derbyshire ; but a year afterwards, was entered of Trinity Colleffe, Ox- 
ford, where the learned Benwell was his private tutor. During his residenoe there, 
he is said to have manifested that Independence of spirit, and restlessness of con- 
trol for which he has been since remarkable ; and was rusticated for shooting across 
the quadrangle at prayer-time. In 1808, on the first insurrection of Spain, he Joined 
the Viceroy of Gallioia, Blake. The Madrid Gazette of that year mentions a gift 
Aram him of 20,000 reals. On the extinction of the Constitution, he returned to Don 
P. Cevallos the tokens of royal approbation he liad received ttom the govexnment, 
and expressed his sentiments on the subject in no veiy measured terms. In 181 1, Mr. 
Landor married Julia, the daughter of J. Thuillier de Malaperts, descendant and re- 
presentative of the Baron de Neuve-viUe, first gentleman of the bedchamber to Chaitos 
the Eighth. In the autumn of 1815, he retired to Italy : for some years he occupied the 
PalazBO Medici, in Florence, and then purchased the beautiftil villa of Count Gherar- 
desca, at Fiesole, with its gardens and fkrms, half a mile fhnn the ancient viQa of 
Lorenio de' Medici. His visits to England for the last twenty years have been tow and 
brief; but It is stated, we trust upon good authority, that '* with all her fkulto," he 
loves his country too well to contemplate a final separation ; and that It Is probable the 
residue of his days will be spent among us. 

Mr. Landor has affbrded ample proof of a disposition exceedingly restless and excit- 
able. He has more of the^tsrU of genius— less often witnessed than read of— than any 
living writer we could name. His countenance does not, at flist, convey this impress 
slon; but It is impossible not to perceive that his passions are strong, his sensihUitieB 
keen and active, and his pride Indomitable. His fkce is remarkably fine and intel- 
lectual ; and, as with many who profess extreme liberal opinions, his look and bearing 
are those of a man who can have no sympathies in common with the mean and 
vulgar. 

His works have not been popular; yet we might select at random, tnm any one ot 
them, a dosen pages, out of which a more skiUU, a more cunning, or a more humble 
man might have made a reputation. They are tall to overflowing; one cannot but wonder 
at the vast mine of thought, reason, and reflection, of which they exhibit proofii:'— at 
the same time, It wlU be lamented that some peculiar notions have led him to neglect 
the means by which his strong natural powers might have been made universally be> 
neficial. It Is obvious that he labours to attain a dislike of, and a contempt for, human 
kind ; and that his kindly and benevolent nature will not permit him so to do : In all 
his writings there is a singular and striking mixture of the generous with the dia- 
dainAxl^-tendernesB with wrath, strong affections, with antipathies quite as strong. 
His *' Imaginary Conversations" will endure with the language In which they are writ- 
ten ; and if they do not find readers in the multitude, they will be always ap^eelated 
by those whose Judgment is valuable, and whose praise is reward. Bis latest work in 
prose, *' Pericles and Aspasia," might Justify even a warmer eulogy. 

Mr. Landor has published but one volume of Poetry,—" Geber, Count Julian, and 
other Poems ;** but several of his most powerful and beautlAil compositions will be 
fotmd scattered through his prose works. Our readers will find In our selections ample 
to sustain a high reputation. They are polished to a degree ; yet AiU of fine thoughts 
and rich fancies. The evidences of his genius for dramatic poetry are abundant, and 
received ftdl Justice, a year ago, in the New Monthly Magaaine. To a glowing Imagina- 
tion and a mind remarkably vigorous, he adds the advantages of extensive learning, 
and a matured knowledge of human kind. His Indllforenoe to public opinion— arising, 
no doubt, fipom a taste highly cultivated, and a reflned appredation of excellence— haa, 
unhappily, induced him to withhold too much of the Intellectual wealth he possesses, 
and even to nUx with " baser matter" that which he has given us. If he had been bom 
a poor man, he would have been, at least In the estimation of the world, amuch greater 
man than he is. I^ however, the fame of Walter Savage Landor be not widely spread, 
it cannot fkil to be endurhig. Among the rarest and most excellent of British PoeU 
he will always be classed. 
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Clifton, in vain thy varied scenes invite — 
The mossy hank, dim glade, and dizzy height ; 
The sheep, that, starting from the tufted thyme, 
Untune the distant churches' mellow chime ; 
As o'er each limb a gentle horror creeps. 
And shake above our heads the craggy steeps. 
Pleasant I've thought it to pursue the rower 
While light and darkness seize the changeful oar ; 
The frolic Naiads drawing from below 
A net of silver round the black canoe. 
Now the last lonely solace must it be 
To watch pale evening brood o'er land and sea. 
Then join my friends, and let those friends believe 
My cheeks are moistened by the dews of eve. 
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THE DKAQON-PLY, 



LiFB (prie&t and poet say) is but a dream ; 
1 wish no happier one than to be laid 
Beneath some cool smnga's scented shade ; 

Or wavy willow, by the running stream. 
Brimful of moral, where the Dragon-fly 
Wanders as careless and content as I. 

Thanks for this hncj, insect king. 
Of purple crest and meshy wing. 
Who, with indiflerence, givest up 
The water-lily's golden cup. 
To come again and overlook 
What I am writing in my book. 
Believe me, most who read the line 
Will read with homier eyes than thine ; 
And yet their souls shall live for ever. 
And thine drop dead into the river ! 
God pardon them, O insect king. 
Who fancy so unjust a thing ! 



TO lANTHB. 



Whils the winds whistle round my cheerless rOom, 
And the pale morning droops with winter's gloom ; 
While indistinct lie rude and cultured lands. 
The ripening harvest and the hoary sands : 
Alone, and destitute of every page 
That fires the poet, or informs the sage. 
Where shall my wishes, where my fancy rove. 
Rest upon past or cherish promised love ? 
Alas ! the past I never can regain. 
Wishes may rise, and tears may flow in vain. 
Fancy, that shews her in her early bloom. 
Throws barren sunshine o'er the unyielding tomb. 
What then would passion, what would reason do ? 
Sure, to retrace is worse than to pursue. 
Here will I sit, 'till heaven shall cease to lour. 
And happier Hesper bring the appointed hour ; 
Gaze on the mingled waste of sky and sea, 
Think of my love, and bid her think of me. 
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HsRR, where precipitate Spring with one light bound 

Into hot Summer's lusty arms expires ; 

And where go forth at mom, at eve, at night. 

Soft airs, that want the lute to play with tiiem* 

And softer sighs, that know not what they want ; 

Under a wall, beneath an orange-tree 

Whose tallest flowers could tell the lowlier ones 

Of sights in Fiesole right up above. 

While I was gazing a few paces off 

At what they seemed to show me with their nods. 

Their frequent whispers and their pointing shoots, 

A gentle maid came down the garden steps, s 

And gathered the pure treasure in her lap. 

J heard the branches rustle, and stept forth 

To drive the ox away, or mule, or goat, 

(Such I believed it must be) ; for sweet scents 

Are the swift vehicles of still sweeter thoughts, 

And nurse and pillow the dull memory 

That would let drop without them her best stores. 

They bring me tales of youth and tones of love. 

And 'tis and ever was my wish and way 

To let all flowers live freely, and all die. 

Whene'er their genius bids their souls depart, 

Among their kindred in their native place. 

I never pluck the rose ; the violet's head 

Hath shaken with my breath upon its bank 

And not reproacht me ; the ever sacred cup 

Of the pure lily hath between my hands 

Felt safe, unsoil'd, nor lost one grain of gold. 

I saw the light that made the glossy leaves 

More glossy ; the fair arm, the fairer cheek 

Warmed by the eye intent on its pursuit ; 

I saw the foot, that, although half erect 

From its grey slipper, could not lift her up 

To what she wanted : I held down a branch 

And gather'd her some blossoms, since their hour 

Was come, and bees had wounded them, and flies 

Of harder wing were working their way through 

And scattering them in fragments under foot. \ 

So crisp were some, they rattled unevolved. 

Others, ere broken off, fell into shells, | 

For such appear the petals when detach'd, | 

Dd 
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Unbending, brittle, lucid, white like snow. 
And like snow not seen tiiroagh, by eye or sun : 
Yet every one her gown received from me 
Was fairer than the first — I thought not so. 
Bat so she praised them to reward my care. 
I said : " Yon find the largest." 

" This indeed," 
Cried she, " is large and sweet." 

She held one forth. 
Whether for me to look at or to take 
She knew not, nor did I ; but taking it 
Would best have solved (and this she felt) her doubts. 
I dared not touch it ; for it seemed a part 
Of her own self ; fresh, full, the most mature 
Of blossoms, yet a blossom ; with a touch 
To fall, and yet unfollen. 

She drew back 
The boon she tendered, and then, finding not 
The ribbon at her waist to fix it in, 
Dropt it, as loth to drop it, on the rest. 



THE MAID'S LAMENT. 

I LOVBD him not ; and yet, now he is gone, 

I feel I am alone. 
I checked him while he spoke ; yet, could he speak, 

Alas ! I would not check. 
For reasons not to love him once I sought. 

And wearied all my thought 
To vex myself and him : I' now would give 

My love could he but live 
Who lately lived for me, and, when he found 

'Twas vain, in holy ground 
He hid his face amid the shades of death ! 

I waste for him ihy breath 
Who wasted his for me ! but mine returns. 

And this lorn bosom bums 
With stifling heat, heaving it up in sleep. 

And waking me to weep 
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Tears that had melted his soft heart : for years 

Wept he as hitter tears ! 
Merciful God !" sach was his latest prayer, 

" These may she never share !" 
Quieter is his breath, his breast more cold 

Than daisies in the mould. 
Where children speU, athwart the churchyard gate, 

His name and life's brief date. 
Pray for him, gentle souls, whoe'er you be. 

And, oh ! pray, too, for me ! 



TO CORINTH. 

QuBBN of the double sea, beloved of him 

Who shakes the world's foundations, thou hast seen 

Glory in all her beauty, all her forms ; 

Seen her walk back with Theseus when he left 

The bones of Sciron bleaching to the wind. 

Above the ocean's roar and cormorant's flight, 

So high that vastest billows from above 

Shew but like herbage waving in the mead ; 

Seen generations throng thy Isthmian games. 

And pass away — ^the beautiiFul, the brave. 

And them who sang their praises. 

But, O Queen, 
Audible still, and hx beyond thy cliffs. 
As when they first were uttered, are those words 

Divine which praised the valiant and the just ; j 

And tears have often stopt, upon that ridge I 

So perilous, him who brought before his eye 
The Colchian babes. 



" Stay ! spare him ! save the last ! 
Medea ! — ^is that blood ? again ! it drops 
From my imploring hand upon my feet ; — 
I will invoke the Eumenides no more. 
I will forgive thee — ^bless thee — ^bend to thee 
In all thy wishes— do but thou, Medea, 
Tell me, one lives.'* 

Dd2 
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" And shall I too deceive ?" 
Cries from the fiery car an angry voice ; 
And swifter than two falling stars descend 
Two breathless bodies — ^warm, soft, motionless. 
As flowers in stillest noon before the sun. 
They lie three paces from him — such they lie 
As when he left them sleeping side by side, 
A mother's arm round each, a mother's cheeks 
Between them, flushed with happiness and love. 
He was more changed than they were— doomed to shew 
Thee and the stranger, how defaced and scarred 
Grief hunts us down the precipice of years. 
And whom the faithless prey upon the last. 

To give the inertest masses of our earth 
Her loveliest forms was thine, to fix the gods 
Within thy walls, and hang their tripods round 
With fruits and foliage knowing not decay. 
A nobler work remains : thy citadel 
Invites all Greece ; o'er lands and floods remote 
Many are the hearts that still beat high for thee : 
Confide then in thy strength, and unappalled 
Look down upon the plain, while yokemate kings 
Run bellowing, where their herdsmen goad them on ; 
Instinct is sharp in them, and terror true — 
They smell the floor whereon their necks must lie. 



THE BRIAR. 



Mt briar that smelledst sweet. 
When gentle spring's first heat 
Ran through thy quiet veins ; 
Thou that couldst injure none. 
But wouldst be left alone, 
Alone thou leavest me, and nought of thine remains. 

What ! hath no poet's lyre 
O'er thee, sweet breathing briar, 

Hung fondly, ill or weU ? 
And yet, methinks with thee, 
A poet's S3rmpathy, 
Whether in weal or woe, in life or death, might dwell. 
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Hard usage both mast bear. 
Few hands your youth will rear, 

Few bosoms cherish you ; 
Your tender prime must bleed 
'Ere you are sweet, but freed 
From life, you then are prized ; thus prized are poets too. 



In Clementina's artless mien 
Lucilla asks me what I see. 
And are the roses of sixteen 

Enough for me ? 

Lucilla asks, if that be all. 

Have I not cuU'd as sweet before — 
Ah, yes, Lucilla ! and their fall 
I still deplore. 

I now behold another scene, 

Where pleasure beams with heaven's own light. 
More pure, more constant, more serene, 
And not less bright. 

Faith, on whose breast the loves repose. 

Whose chain of flowers no force can sever ; 
And Modesty, who, when she goes, 
Is gone for ever. 
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Thom At Cam PB ILL wu born in Glaigow, in the year 1777. He wu educated at the 
UniTenitj of that city ; into which he entered at twelve years of age, and where he 
rapidly obtained dletinction. From Glasgow, he removed to the Scottish Metropolis, 
and cultivated aequaintanoe with the many celebrated men who, at that period, re- 
dded there, and who perceived a kindred spirit in the youthflil Poet. Here he pob- 
liahed the '* neasores of Hope,**— a poem which at once achieved the fimie that time 
has not diminished, and which moat endure with the language in which it is written. 
Upwards of twenty jrears elapsed befinei Mr. Campbell again essayed a continued walk; 
but during the interval, he produced those immortal odes, the ** Battle of the Baltic," 
" Ye Mariners of England," and " Hohenlinden,''--the field of which, duiing the battle, 
he is said to have overlooked from the waOs of a neighbouring convent In 1820, he 
published ** Gertrude of Wyoming,"— « poem sufficient to maintain the high reputa- 
tion he had acquired, and which. Indeed, is hy many preferred to the " Fleasuies of 
Hope." In 18S4, appeared " Theodric," a domestic tale; and these, with fhe excep- 
tions of his m m on poems— the term can have reference only to their length— eomptise 
the whole of his contributions to English poetry. In the year 1820, Mr. Qmipbell un- 
dertook the Editorship of the " New Monthly Magaiine," which he retinquiriied in 
1880 ; and in the conduct of which Mr. 8. C. Hall had the honour to succeed him. 
Soon afterwaids Mr. Campbell undertook a voyage to Algiers, the resulu of which be 
has recently communicated to the public. During three successive jrears, he was 
elected Lord Bector of the Universi^ in which he received his education,— a distinc- 
tion the more marked, inasmuch as his competitors were Sir Walter Scott, and Mr. 
Canning. To Mr. Campbell we are mainly indebted for the establishment of the London 
University : the plan for Its formation originated with him, and was by him matured ; 
although he left its completion in the hands of his more active or more influential 
contemporaries. 

Mr. Campbell is rather beknr than above the middle stature. The expression of his 
countenance indicates the sensitiveness of his mind. His eye is large, and of a deep 
blue; his manners are peculiarly bland and insinuating: in general society he is ex- 
oeedtni^y cheerftil, and his conversation abounds In pointed humour. His general 
appearance li, however, considered to lend force to the supposition, that he dislikes 
labour ; and is rarely roused to more than momentary exertion. At College, he rose to 
high repute as a scholar ; and he has since taken some stepe to maintain the eharscter 
he acquired; his lectures on Greek poetry have been published. Ithasbeenasutiiectof 
regret, that Mr. Campbell has written so littie. But those who so express themselves 
forget that it is fer more to thefar advantage to have a few finished models, than a mass 
of crude and incomplete formations ; and that it is only by long labour in execution, 
and stni longer labour in preparatory thought and arrangement, that perfection can 
be produced. There is not one of the fine " Odes" of Campbell that would be saoifieed 
for a vidume : it may be even questioned which the world would most wiUingly permit 
to perish,—" The Pleasures of Hope," or, " Ye Mariners of England." The whole of 
his works have been recently collected, and published in two volumes ; and, we under- 
stand, a new edition, splendidly illustrated by Turner, R.A. is in preparation. 

The poetiy of CampbeU is universally felt, and therefore universally appreciated. 
His appeals are made to those sensations which are common to mankind. WhOe hte 
poetiy can bear the test of the severest criticism, it is intelligible to the simpleet un- 
derstanding. As littie occurs to dissatisfy the mind as the ear. His conceptions are 
natural and true ; and the language in which he clothes them is graoeftil and becoming. 
If he has laboured hard— as it is said he always does — ^to render his verae easy and 
harmonious, he never leads the reader to suspect that his care to produce harmony has 
weakened his original thought. He affords no evidence of festidSousness in the choice 
of words ; yet they always seem the fittest for his purpose, and are never forced into a 
service they are not calculated to perform. He combines the qualities so rarely met 
together— strength and smoothness— yet his vigour is never coarse, and his delicacy 
never eflfeminate. His subjects have been all skilfully chosen;— he has sought for 
themes only where a pure mind seeks them ; and turned from the grosser passions, 
the meaner desires and the vulgar sentiments of man, as things unfitted for verse, 
and unworthy of iUustration. The Poet has had his reward. His poems will perish 
only with the memories of msnkind. 
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Star that bringest home the be^. 
And Betfst the weary labourer free ! 
If any star shed peace, 'tis thou. 

That send'st it from above ; 
Appearing when heaven's breath and brow 

Are sweet as her*s we love. 

Come to the luxuriant skies. 
Whilst the landscape's odours rise, 
Whfli^J; far-off lowing herds are heard, — 

And songs, when toil is done. 
From cottages, whose smoke unstirr'd. 

Curls yellow in the sun. 
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Star of love's soft interviews. 
Parted lovers on thee muse ; 
Their remembrancer in heaven 

Of thrilling vows thou art, — 
Too delicious to be riven 

By absence from the heart. 



TO THE RAINBOW. 



Triumphal arch, that fiU'st the sky 
When storms prepare to part, 

I ask not proud Philosophy 
To teach me what thou art. 



Still seem as to my childhood's sight, 
A midway station given — 

For happy spirits to alight 
Betwixt the earth and heaven. 



Can all that Optics teach, unfold 
Thy form to please me so. 

As when I dreamt of gems and gold 
Hid in thy radiant bow } 



When Science from creation's face 
EInchantment's veil withdraws. 

What lovely visions yield their place 
To cold material laws ! 



And yet, fiair bow, no fabling dreams. 
But words of the Most High 

Have told why first thy robe of beams 
Was woven in the sky. 



When o'er the green undeluged earth 
Heaven's covenant thou didst shine. 

How came the world's grey fathers forth. 
To watch thy sacred sign ? 
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And when its yellow lustre smiled 
O'er mountains yet untrod. 

Each mother held aloft her child. 
To bless the bow of God. 



Methinks, thy jubilee to keep. 
The first made anthem rang 

On earth, delivered from the deep. 
And the first poet sang. 



Nor ever shall the Muse's eye, 
Unraptured greet thy beam ; 

Theme of primeval prophecy. 
Be still the poet's theme ! 



The earth to thee her incense yields, 
The lark thy welcome sings, — 

When glittering in the freshen'd fields 
The snowy mushroom springs. 



How glorious is thy girdle cast 
O'er mountain, tower, and town ; 

Or mirror'd in the ocean vast, 
A thousand fethoms down ! 



As he&h in yon horizon dark. 
As young thy beauties seem. 

As when the eagle from the ark 
First sported in thy beam. 

For, faithful to its sacred page. 
Heaven still rebuilds thy span ; 

Nor lets the type grow pale with age* 
That first spoke peace to man. 



B e 



Digiti 



ized by Google 



210 CAMPBBLL. 

YE MARINBR8 OF BNOLAND. 

Yb marinera of England ! 

That guard our native seas ; 

Whose flag has braved, a thousand years. 

The battle and the breeze ! 

Your glorious standard launch again. 

To match another foe ! 

And sweep through the deep, 

While the stormy tempests blow : 

While the battle rages loud and long. 

And the stormy tempests blow. 

The spirits of your fothers 

Shall start from every wave ! 

For the deck it was Uieir field of fame. 

And ocean was their grave : 

Where Blake and mighty Nelson fell. 

Your manly hearts shall glow, — 

As ye sweep through the deep. 

While the stormy tempests blow : 

While the battle rages loud and long, 

And the stormy tempests blow. 

Britannia needs no bulwark, — 

No towers along the steep ; 

Her march is o'er the mountain-waves. 

Her home is on the deep. 

With thunders ftrom her native oak. 

She quells the floods below, — 

As they roar on the shore. 

When the stormy tempests blow : 

When the battle rages loud and long. 

And the stormy tempests blow. 

The meteor flag of England 

Shall yet terrific bum. 

Till danger's troubled night depart. 

And the star of peace return. 

Then, then, ye ocean warriors. 

Our song and feast shall flow 

To the hme of your name. 

When the storm has ceased to blow : 

When the fiery fight is heard no more. 

And the storm has ceased to blow. 



Digiti 



ized by Google 



CAMPBELL. 211 

EXILS OF BRIN. 

Thbrb came to the beach a poor exile of Erin, 

The dew on his thin robe was heavy and chill ; 
For his country he sigh'd, when at twilight repairing. 

To wander {done by the wind-beaten hiU. 

But the day-star attracted his eye's sad devotion. 

For it rose o'er his own native isle of the ocean. 

Where once, in the fire of his youthful emotion. 

He sang the bold anthem of Erin go bragh ! 

Sad is my fate ! said the heart-broken stranger. 
The wild deer and wolf to a covert can flee ; 

But J have no refuge from famine and danger, — 
A home and a country remain not to me. 

Never again, in the green sunny bowers. 

Where my forefitthers lived, shall I spend the sweet hours. 

Or cover my harp with the wild- woven flowers. 
And strike to the numbers of Erin go bragh ! 

Erin, my country ! though sad and forsaken. 

In dreams I revisit thy sea-beaten shore ; 
But, alas ! in a for foreign land I awaken. 

And sigh for the friends who can meet me no more ! 
Oh, cruel fate ! wilt thou never replace me 
In a mansion of peace, where no perils can chase me ? 
Never again shall my brothers embrace me ? 

They died to defend me, — or live to deplore ! 

Where is my cabin door, fast by the wild wood ? 

Sisters and sire ! did ye weep for its fall ? 
Where is the mother that look'd on my childhood ? 

And where is the bosom-friend, dearer than all ? 
Oh, my sad heart ! long abandon'd by pleasure. 
Why (hd it doat on a fast-&ding treasure ? 
Tears, like the rain-drop, may f^ without measure, — 

But rapture and beauty they cannot recal. 

Yet aU its sad recollections suppressing. 
One dying wish my lone bosom can draw : 

Erin ! an exile bequeaths thee his blessing ! 
Land of my forefathers ! Erin go bragh ! 

Buried and cold, when my heart stills her motion. 

Green be thy fields, sweetest isle of the ocean ! 

And thy haip-striking bards sing aloud with devotion, — 
Erin mavoumin, — Erin go bragh ! 

K e 2 ' 
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HOMBNLINDKN. 



On Linden, when the sun was low. 
All bloodless lay th' untrodden snow. 
And dark as winter was the flow 
Of Iser, rolling rapidly. 

But linden saw another sight. 
When the drum beat, at dead of night. 
Commanding fires of death to light 
The darkness of her scenery. 

By torch and trumpet fast array*d. 
Each horseman drew his battle-blade. 
And furious every charger neigh'd 
To join the dreadful revelry. 

Then shook the hills with thunder riven^ 
Then rush'd the steed to battle driven. 
And louder than the "bolts of heaven, 
Far flash'd the red artillery. 

But redder yet that light shall glow 
On Linden's hills of stained snow ; 
And bloodier yet the torrent flow 
Of Iser, rolling rapidly. 

*Tw mom, — ^but scarce yon level sun 
Can pierce the war-clouds, rolling dun. 
Where furious Frank, and fiery Hun, 
Shout in their sulph'rous canopy. 

The combat deepens. On, ye brave. 
Who rush to glory, or the grave ! 
Wave, Munich ! all thy banners wave, 
And charge with all thy chivalry. 

Few, few shall part where many meet. 
The snow shall he their winding sheet, — 
And every turf beneath their feet 
Shall be a soldier's sepulchre. 
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THE LABT MAN. 

All worldly shapes shall melt in gloom. 

The sun himself must die. 
Before this mortal shall assume 

Its immortality ! 
I saw a vision in my sleep. 
That gave my spirit strength to sweep 

Adown the gulf of time ! 
I saw the last of human mould. 
That shall creation's death hehold. 

As Adam saw her prime ! 

The sun's eye had a sickly glare. 

The earth with age was wan ; 
The skeletons of nations were 

Around that lonely man ! 
Some had expired in fight, — the brands 
Still rusted in their bony hands; 

In plague and feunine some ! 
Earth's cities had no sound nor tread ; 
And ships were drifting with the dead 

To shores where all was dumb ! 

Yet, prophet-like, that lone one stood> 

With dauntless words and high. 
That shook the sere leaves from the wood 

As if a storm pass'd by, — 
Saying, " We are twins in death, proud Sun, 
Thy face is cold, thy race is run, 

'Tis mercy bids thee go. 
For thou ten thousand Uiousand years 
Hast seen the tide of human tears. 

That shall no longer flow. 

" What though beneath thee man put forth 

His pomp, his pride, his skill ; 
And arts that made fire, flood, and earth. 

The vassals of his will : 
Yet mourn I not thy parted sway. 
Thou dim, discrowned king of day ; 

For all those trophied arts 
And triumphs that beneath thee sprang, 
Heal'd not a passion or a pang 

Entail'd on human hearts. 
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*' Go, let oblivion's curtain hH 

Upon the stage of men ; 
Nor with thy rising beams recal 

Life's tragedy again. 
Its piteous pageants bring not back. 
Nor waken flesh, upon the rack 

Of pain anew to writhe ; 
Stretch'd in disease's shapes abhorr'd. 
Or mown in battle by the sword. 

Like grass beneath the scythe. 

•* Ev'n I am weary in yon skies 

To watch thy fading fire ; 
Test of all sunless agonies. 

Behold not me expire. 
My lips that speak thy dirge of death. 
Their rounded gasp and gurgling breath 

To see thou shalt not boast. 
The eclipse of nature spreads my pall. 
The majesty of darkness shall 

Receive my parting ghost ! 

" This spirit shall return to Him 

That gave its heavenly spark ; 
Yet think not. Sun, it shall be dim 

When thou thyself art dark ! 
No ! it shall live again, and shine 
In bliss unknown to beams of thine. 

By Him recall'd to breath, 
Who captive led captivity. 
Who robb'd the grave of victory. 

And took the sting from Death ! 

" Go, Sun, while mercy holds me up 

On nature^s awful waste. 
To drink this last and bitter cup 

Of grief that man shall taste ; 
Go, tell the night that hides thy face. 
Thou saw'st the ]ast of Adam's race. 

On earth's sepulchral clod ; 
The dark'ning universe defy 
To quench his immortality. 

Or shake his trust in God !" 
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THE SOLDIER'S DREAM. 



Our baglee sang trace, — for the night-cloud had lower'd. 
And Uie sentinel stars set their watch in the sky ; 

And thousands had sunk on the ground overpowered, — 
The weary to sleep, and the wounded to die. 

When reposing that n^ht on my pallet of straw. 
By the wolf- scaring faggot that guarded the slain ; 

At the dead of the night a sweet vision I saw. 
And thrice ere the morning I dreamt it again. 

Methought from the battle-field's dreadful array. 
Far, far I had roam'd on a desolate track ; 

*Twas autumn, — and sunshine arose on the way 
To the home of my fathers, that welcomed me back. 

I flew to the pleasant fields, traversed so oft 
In life's morning march when my bosom was young ; 

I heard my own mountain-goats bleating aloft. 
And knew the sweet strain that the corn-reapers sung. 

Then pledged we the wine-cup, and fondly I swore, 
From my home and my weeping friends never to part ; 

My little ones kiss'd me a thousand times o'er. 
And my wife sobb'd aloud in her fulness of heart. 

Stay, stay with us, — ^rest, thou art weary and worn ; 

And fEun was their war-broken soldier to stay : 
But sorrow retum'd with the dawning of morn. 

And the voice in my dreaming ear melted away. 
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Brtah WAI.I.XR Proctkr wat born In London : he received hii edocBtkni at Har- 
row ; and on hia removal flrom the aehool waa artieled to a •olleitor, of the name of 
Atherton, at Calne, in Wiltahire,— one of the most uninteresting towns in the kfaig- 
dom, yet celebrated as having been the residence of Moore, Crabbe, Coleridge, Bowles, 
and Procter. Mr. Procter continued here about four yeara, acquiring a knowledge of 
the profession for which he waa intended, and proceeded to the metropolis, where he 
became the pupil of an eminent conveyancer; and where he applied himself diligently 
to a pursuit as opposed to that to which his genius inclined him, as can be well Ima- 
gined. He has since been called to the bar. 

Mr. Procter is below the middle siae; his countenance is not characteristic of 
energy, but its expression is peculiarly gentle, and his manners are kindly and con- 
ciliating to a degree. There is no living Poet more universally respected and es- 
teemed : he is said to be exceedingly sensitive, and he is evidently averse to Ibrce 
his way to that professional distinction, which the extent of his acquirements mi^t 
readOy achieve for htm. Of late, however, he has written but little poetry ; and, it is 
understood, has devoted himself so assiduously to acquire legal knowledge, that, as a 
chamber counsel, his skUl is largely appreciated, and his practice extensive. We trast, 
he will not long remain known only to the *' attorneys;" among hia contemporaries he 
may find at least one instance of fkme achieved in the opposite paths of Law and Poetiy. 

BARmr ConvwALii — for under that name he obtained his Cune as a Poet, and he 
has hitherto published under no other— first appeared before the world in the year 
1815. His " Dramatic Scenes** at once established a reputation, which he has since 
sustained by the publication of the " Sicilian Story,** " Maician Colonna," the '* Flood 
of Thessaly," the tragedy of " Mirandola,'* and various " Miscellaneous Poems ;*' and, 
although we believe he has not yet issued any work in prose, he has aflbrded prooi; in 
various periodical works, of his laige capacity in this department of literature. 

Mr. Procter, In an advertisement to his *' Dramatic Scenes," states that his leading 
intention was to " try the effect of a more natural style than that which had for a long 
time prevailed in our dramatic literature." The experiment was suocessftil : he is the 
undoubted restorer of those quick and natural turns of impulsive dialogue, to which 
the drama had been a stranger since the times of Beaumont and Fletcher. He cannot 
be said to equal in energy the older writers, who have been his models, but at times 
he approaches them very nearly, in deep feeling, in true pathos, and in fine and deli- 
cate delineations of human character. One great advantage, alao, he possessca in 
common with them, — earnestness ; the reader is made to sympathise deepfy with the 
persons whose sulTerings the author deplete : it Is singular that nearly all the topics 
which the Poet has selected for illustration, should have been based t^Mm melancholy; 
and that he appears always more inclined to the treatment of topics which leave a 
aadness upon the minds of his readers. 

The latest publication of Bany Cornwall is a volume of songs, collected chiefly tkom 
the various works in which they had previously appeared. As a song writer, also, he 
frequently hits those apparently vague, but really subtle, analogies in the foeling ot 
the beautUttl which characterise the Old Poets ; but if he occasionally rivals them in 
grace, fiuicy, and sweetness, he now and then fUls into the common error of conaider- 
ing as perfections their artificialities, and their conceits ; ** preferring the quaint to 
the natural, and often losing truth in searching after originality.*' The lyrics of Barry 
Cornwall are, therefore, however exquisite as smaU poems, unlftely to make their way 
among the multitude ; and, with few exceptions, have not been received as national 
songs. We have seen writers flu* inferior e^Joying a much wider popularity: composi- 
tions of comparatively little merit have been made fkmiliar as household words, be- 
cause they treat of matters common to all, in language undeiatood by all, whUe the 
admirers of Barry Cornwall have been limited to those who have a refined taste, and 
a delicate appreciation of what is truly excellent. Our extracts will suiBdently prove 
the fine and masterly power of the Poet. A sound mind, a rich fkncy, a rare and exqui- 
site skill in dealing with words, and a pure style of venification, Is evident in them 
all. Mr. Procter has, however, kept the promise of his genius. Among the Poets of 
Great Britain he holds a very foremost rank ; if, now that his judgment is matured, 
he would again essay dramatic composition, he might occupy a station still higher,— 
and take hia undisputed seat beside the glorious creators of a gone-by age, whose Ihme 
Is imperishable. 
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A PBRILOU8 life, and sad as life may be. 

Hath the lone fisher ou the lonely sea. 

In the wild waters labouring, far from home. 

For some bleak pittance e'er compelled to roam ! 

Few friends to cheer him through his dangerous life, 

And none to aid him in the stormy strife : 

Companion of the sea and silent air. 

The lonely fisher thus must ever fare ; 

Without the comfort, hope, — ^with scarce a friend. 

He looks through life, and only sees — ^its end ! 

Eternal ocean ! Old majestic sea ! 

Ever love I from shore to look on thee, 

And sometimes on thy billowy back to ride. 

And sometimes o'er thy summer breast to glide : 

Ff 
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But let me live on land, where rivers ran, — 
Where shady trees may screen me from the san ; 
Where I may feel, secure, the fragrant air ; 
Where (whate'er toil or wearying pains I hear) 

Those eyes, which look away all human ill. 
May shed on me their still, sweet, constant light ; 
And the little hearts I love may (day and night) 

Be found heside me safe and clustering still ! 



HxRR*B a health to thee, Mary, 
Here's a health to thee ; 

The drinkers are gone, 

And I am alone. 
To think of home and thee, Mary. 

There are some who may shine o'er thee, Mary, 
And many as frank and free ; 

And a few as fair, — 

But the summer air 
Is not more sweet to me, Mary. 

I have thought of thy last low sigh, Mary, 
And thy dimm'd and gentle eye ; 

And I've caU'd on thy name 

When the night winds came. 
And heard my heart reply, Mary. 

Be thou but true to me, Mary, 
And ril be true to thee ; 

And at set of sun, 

When my task is done. 
Be sure that Fm ever with thee, Marv. 



Gone from her cheek is the summer bloom. 
And her lip has lost all its faint perfume ; 
And the ^loss has dropp'd from her golden hair. 
And her cheek is pale, — ^but no longer fair* 
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And the spirit that sate on her soft blue eye. 
Is struck with cold mortality ; 
And the smile that play'd round her lip has fled, 
And every charm has now left the dead. 

Like slaves they obey'd her in height of power. 
But left her all in her wintry hour ; 
And the crowds that swore for her love to die, 
Shrunk from the tone of her last fiednt sigh ; — 
And this is man's fidelity ! 

'Tis woman alone, with a purer heart. 
Can see all these idols of life depart ; 
And love the more, and smile and bless 
Man in his uttermost wretchedness. 



In glowing youth he stood beside 
His native stream, and saw it glide. 
Showing each gem beneath its tide,-^ 
Calm as though nought could break its rest. 
Reflecting heaven on its breast ; 
And seeming, in its flow, to be 
Like candour, peace, and piety. 

When life began its brilliant dream. 

His heart v^as like his native stream ; 

The wave-shrined gems could scarcely seem 

Less hidden than each wish it knew : 

Its life flow'd on as calmly, too ; 

And heaven shielded it from sin. 

To see itself reflected in. 

He stood beside that stream again. 
When years had fled in strife and pain ; 
He look'd for its calm course in vain, — 
For storms profaned its peaceful flow. 
And clouds o'erhung its crystal brow ; — 
And turning then, he sigh'd to deem 
His heart sl^l like his native stream. 



Ff2 
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THK BLOOD HORSE. 

Gamarra is a dainty steed. 

Strong, black, and of a noble breed ; 

Fall of fire, and fall of bone. 

With all bis line of fiathtfrs known : 

Tme bis nose, bis nostrils tbin. 

Bat blown abroad by the pride within ; 

His mane is like a river flowing. 

And bis eyes like embers glowing 

In the darkness of the night. 

And his pace as swift as light : 

Look ! — how round his straining throat 

Grace and shifting beanty float ; 

Sinewy strength is on his reins. 

And the red blood gallops through his veins ; 

Richer, redder never ran 

Through the boasting heart of man. 

He can trace his lineage higher 

Than the Bourbon dare aspire, — 

Douglas, Guzman, or the Guelph, 

Or O'Brien's blood itself ! 

He — who hath no peer — ^was bom 

Here, upon a red March mom ; 

But his famous fathers, dead. 

Were An^s all, and Arab bred : 

And the last of that great line 

Seemed as of a race dUvine ! 

And yet — ^he was but friend to one 

Who fed him at the set of sun. 

By some lone fountain fringed with green : 

With him, a roving Bedouin, 

He lived — (none else would he obey 

Through all the hot Arabian day) — 

And died untamed upon the sands 

Where Balkh amidst the desert stands ! 



KINO DBATH. 

Kino Death was a rare old feUow ! 

He sat where no sun could shine ; 
And he lifted his hand so yellow. 

And pour'd out his coal-black wine. 
Hurrah ! for the coal-black wine ! 
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There came to him many a maiden, 

Whose eyes had forgot to shine ; 
And widows, with grief o'erladen» 

For a draught of his sleepy wine. 

Hurrah ! for the coBl-black wine ! 

The scholar left all his learning, — 

The poet his fancied woes ; 
And the beanty her bloom returning, 

Like life to the fading rose. 

Hurrah ! for the coal-black wine ! 

All came to the royal old fellow. 

Who laugh'd till his eyes dropp'd brine ; 
As he gave them his hand so ydlow. 
And pledged them in death's black wine. 
Hurrah ! hurrah ! 
Hurrah ! for the coal-black wine ! 



DIROB. 

Lkt the moiming music die, 
Let the hope-deceived fly, 
Tum'd by strong neglect to pain ! 
Let the mind desert the brain, 
Leaving all to dark decay. 
Like a lump of idle day ! 

They are gone who loved and — died, — 
The once lover and his bride ; 
Therefore we our sorrow weave 
Into songs ; — yet wherefore grieve ? 
Though they sleep an endless sleep. 
Why should wb despair and weep } 
They are gone together : 
They are safe from wind and weather. 
Lightning and the drowning rain. 
And the hell of earthly pain. 
They are dead ; — or if they live. 
There is One who can forgive. 
Though a thousand errors ran 
Tlirough the fond, false heart of man. 
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Let the moaning music perish ! 
Wherefore shoidd we strive to cherish 
Sorrow, like the desert rain ? 
Thoogh we weep, we weep in vain ! 
They are gone together. 

Haply to the sommer shores, — 
Where the bright and cloudless weather 

Shineth, and for ever pours 
Music with the flooding light. 

And the night doth chase the day. 
And the mom doth chase the night. 

Like a starry fawn away ! 

They are gone — ^where pleasure reigns 
Sinless on the golden plains. 
Far above the scathing thunder. 

Far above the storms and jars 
Of earth, and live delighted under 

The bright silence of the stars ! 
Therefore let the music die, — 
Thoughtless hope and sorrow fly : 
They are happy, — ^happier than 
We who, in Uie mask of man. 
Pour our unavailing tears 
Over Beauty's numbor'd years ! 



AwAKB ! — the starry midnight hour 

Hangs charmed, and pauseth in its flight ; 
In its own sweetness sleeps the flower. 
And the doves lie hushed in deep delight ! 
Awake ! awake ! 
Look forth, my love, for love's sweet sake ! 

Awake ! — soft dews will soon arise 

From daisied mead, and thorny brake ; 
Then, sweet, undoud those eastern eyes. 
And like the tender morning break ! 
Awake ! awake ! 
Dawn forth, my love, for love's sweet sake ! 
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Awake ! — ^within the musk- rose bower 

I watch, pale flower of love, for thee ; 
Ah, come and shew the starry hour 

What wealth of love thou hideet from me ! 
Awake ! awake ! 
Shew all thy love, for love's sweet sake ! 

Awake ! — ^ne'er heed, though listening night 

Steal music from thy silver voice ; 
Undoud thy beauty rare and bright. 
And bid the world and me rejoice ! 
Awake ! awake ! 
She comes, at last, for love's sweet sake ! 



We are bom ; we laugh, we weep, 
We love, we droop, we die ! 

Ah ! wherefore do we laugh, or weep ? 
Why do we live, or die ? 

Who knows that secret deep ? — 
Alas, not I ! 



Why doth the violet spring 

Unseen by human eye ? 
Why do the radiant seasons bring 

Sweet thoughts that quickly fly ? 
Why do our fond hearts cling 

To things that die ? 



We toil — ^through pain and wrong ; 

We fight, and fly ; , j 

We love, we lose — ^and then, ere long, i 

Stone-dead we lie. 
O life ! is all thy song 
*' Endure and— die ?" 
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TO A WOUNDED SfNOING BIRD. 

Poor singer ! hath the fowler's gim, 
Or the sharp winter done thee harm ? 

We'll lay thee gently in the sun. 

And breathe on thee, and keep thee warm ; 

Perhaps some human kindness still 

May make amends for human ill. 

Well take thee in, and nurse thee well. 
And save thee from the winter wild. 

Till summer fall on field and fell. 

And thou shalt be our feather'd child ; 

And tell us all thy pain and wrong. 

When thou canst speak again in song. 

Fear not, nor tremble, little bird. 

We'll use thee kindly now ; 
And sure there's in a friendly word 

An accent even thou shouldst know ; 
For kindness which the heart doth teach 
Disdaineth all peculiar speech : 

Tis common to the bird and brute. 
To &llen man, to angel bright ; 

And sweeter 'tis than lonely lute 
Heard in the air at night ; 

Divine and universal tongue. 

Whether by bird or spirit sung ! 

But, hark ! is that a sound we hear 
Come chirping from its throat. 

Faint, short — ^but weak — and very clear. 
And like a little grateful note ? 

Another ? ha ! look where it lies, — 

It shivers, — gasps, — ^is still, — it dies ! 

'Tis dead ! 'tis dead ! and all our care 

Is useless. Now, in vain 
The mother's woe doth pierce the air. 

Calling her nestling bird again ! 
All's vain ; the singer's heart is cold. 
Its eye is dim, — ^its fortune told ! 
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AN INVOCATION TO BIROS. 

Comb, all ye feathery people of mid air. 

Who sleep 'midst rocks, or on the mountain summits 

Lie down with the wild winds ; and ye who build 

Your homes amidst green leaves by grottos cool ; 

And ye, who on the flat sands hoard your eggs 

For suns to ripen, come ! O phoenix rare ! 

If death hath spared, or philosophic search 

Permit thee stiU to own thy haunted nest. 

Perfect Arabian, — lonely nightingale ! 

Dusk creature, who art silent all day long. 

But when pale eve unseals thy clear throat, loosest 

Thy twilight music on the dreaming boughs. 

Until they waken ; and thou, cuckoo bird. 

Who art the ghost of sound, having no shape 

Material, but dost wander far and near, .^ 

Like untouch*d echo whom the woods deny 

Sight of her love, come all to my slow charm ! 

Come thou, sky-climbing bird, wakener of morn. 

Who springest like a thought unto the sun. 

And from his golden floods dost gather wealth 

(Epithalamium and Pindarique song). 

And with it enrich our ears ; come all to me. 

Beneath the chamber where my lady lies. 

And, in your several musics, whisper — ^Love ! 
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^ Oct i ana thftt, aooording to the ** inv viable prindplet" of poetxy, the oentoij of 
fione which had been accorded to the ** Essay on Man," was unmerited. Campbdl 
opened the defence; and Byron stepped forward as a warm, and somewhat angry, 
advocate. A sort of literary warftre followed ; and a host of pamphleU on both sides 
were rapidly issued. As in aU such eases, the question remains predsely where it ^d. 
Bowles, howeyer, though he fkiled in obtaining a victory, and made, we imagine, few 
converU to his " invariable principles," manifested during the contest so much Judg> 
ment and ability, that his reputation as a critic was considerably enhanced. 

The poetry of Bowles has not attained a high degree of popularity. He is appreci« 
ated more for the purity of his sentiments, than for any loftiness of thought, or rich- 
ness of fitncy. He has never dealt with themes that " stir men's minds ;" but has 
satisfied himself with inculcating lessons of sound morality, and has considered thai 
to lead the heart to virtue is the chiefest duty of the Muse. His style Is, as Coleridge 
described it nearly fifty years ago, '* tender, yet manly ;" and he has, undoubtedly, 
broiight the accessories of harmonious versification and graoeftil language to the aid 
of " right thinking,** and sound Judgment. His poems seldom startle or astonish the 
reader : he does not labour to probe the heart, and depict the more violent passions of 
human-kind ; but he keeps an " even tenor," and never disiqipoints or dissatisfies by 
attempting a higher fiight than that which he may safely venture. The main point of 
his argument against Pope will best exhibit his own character. He considers that 
ftom obJecU sublime or beautiftil In themselves, genius will produce more admirable 
creations than it can {h>m those which are comparatively poor and insignificant : the 
topics upon which Mr. Bowles has employed his pen are suoh, only, as are naturally 
excellent. 
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ST. MICHAEL'S MOUNT. 

Mountain ! no pomp of waving woods hast thou. 
That deck with varied shade thy hoary brow ; 
No sunny meadows at thy feet are spread, — 
No streamlets sparkle o'er their pebbly bed. 
But thou canst boast thy beauties, — ample views 
That catch the rapt eye of the pausing Muse : 
Headlands around new-lighted ; sails, and seas 
Now glassy smooth, — now wnnkling to the breeze ; 
And when the drizzly winter, wrapt in sleet. 
Goes by, and winds and rain thy ramparts beat, — 
Fancy can see thee standing thus aloof. 
And frowning, bleak and bare, and tempest-proof. 
Look, as with awfiil confidence, and brave 
The howling hurricane, — ^the dashing wave ; 
More g^raceful when the storm's dark vapours frown. 
Than when the summer suns in pomp go down ! 
og2 
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CHANTRBY'8 8LEBPIN0 CHILDRBN. 

Look at those sleeping children ! — softly tread. 

Lest thou do mar tiieir dream ; and come not nigh 

'Till their fond mother, with a kiss, shall cry, 

" Tis mom, awake ! awake !*' Ah ! they are dead ! 

Yet folded in each other's arms they lie — 

So still— oh, look ! so still and smilingly ; 

So breathing and so beautifid they seem 

As if to die in youth were to dream 

Of spring and flowers !— of flowers ? yet nearer stand. — 

There is a lily in one little hand. 

Broken, but not feuled yet. 

As if its cup with tears was wet ! 

So sleeps that child, — ^not faded, though in death ; 

And seeming still to hear her sister's breath. 

As when she first did lay her head to rest 

Gently on that sister's breast. 

And kiss'd her ere she fell asleep ! 

Th' archangel's trump alone shaU wake that slumber deep. 

" Take up those flowers that fell 

From the dead hand, and sigh a long fiea^well ! 

Your spirits rest in bliss ! — 

Yet ere with parting prayers we say 

Farewell for ever ! to the insensate clay. 

Poor maid, those pale lips we will kiss !" 

Ah ! 'tis cold marble ! Artist, who has wrought 

This work of nature, feeling, and of thought, — 

Thine, Chantrey, be the fame 

That joins to immortality thy name. 

For these sweet children that so sculptured rest, — 

A sister's head upon a sister's breast, — 

Age after age shall pass away, 

Nor shall their beauty fade, their forms decay : 

For here is no corruption, — the cold worm 

Can never prey upon that beauteous form : 

This smile of death that fades not, shall engage 

The deep aflections of each distant age ! 

Mothers, till ruin the round world hath rent. 

Shall gaze with tears upon the monument ! 

And fathers sigh, with half suspended breath, 

*' How sweetly sleep the innocent in death !" 
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RBBTORATION OP MALMB8BURY ^BBBY. 

Monastic and time-consecrated fieuie ! 

Thou hast put on thy shapely state again, 

Ahnost august, as in thy early day. 

Ere ruthless Henry rent thy pomp away. 

No more the mass on holidays is sung. 

The host high-raised, or fuming censer swung ; 

No more, in amice white, the fathers, slow. 

With lighted tapers, in long order go ; — 

Yet the tall window lifts its arched height. 

As to admit heaven's pale but purer light ; 

Those massy-cluster'd columns, whose long rows, 

£*en at noon-day, in shadowy pomp repose 

Amid the silent sanctity of death. 

Like giants, seem to guard the dust beneath : 

Those roofis re-echo (though no altars blaze) 

The prayer of penitence, the hymn of praise ; 

Whilst meek Religion's self, as with a smile. 

Reprints the tracery of the hoary pile, — 

Worthy its guest, tiie temple. What remains ? 

Oh, mightiest Master ! thy immortal strains 

These roofs demand. Listen, — ^with prelude slow. 

Solemnly sweet, yet full, the organs blow. 

And, hark ! again, heard ye the choral chaunt 

Peal through the echoing arches, jubilant ? 

More softly now, imploring litanies. 

Wafted to heaven, and mingling with the sighs 

Of penitence, from yon high altar rise : 

Again the vaulted roof " Hosannah" rings — 

" Hosannah ! Lord of lords, and King of kings !*' 

Rent, but not prostrate, — stricken, yet sublime. 

Reckless alike of injuries or time ; 

Thou unsubdued, in silent majesty. 

The tempest hast defied, and shalt defy ! 

The temple of our Sion so shall mock 

The mattering storm, the very earthquake's shock. 

Founded, O Christ, on thy eternal rock ! 
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aUMMBR BVBNINO, AT HOMB. 



Come, lovely Evening, with thy smile of peace 
Visit my humble dweUing, welcomed in. 
Not with loud shouts, and the throng'd city's din» 
But with such sounds as bid all tumult cease 
Of the sick heart ; the grasshopper's faint pipe 
Beneath the blades of dewy grass unripe. 
The bleat of the lone lamb, the carol rude 
Heard indistinctly from the village green. 
The bird's last twitter from the hedge-row scene. 
Where, just before, the scatter'd crumbs I strew'd. 
To pay him for his farewell song, — all these 
Touch soothingly the troubled ear, and please 
The stilly-stirring fancies, — though my hours 
(For I have droop'd beneath life's early show'rs) 
Pass lonely oft, — and oft my heart is sad ; 
Yet I can leave the world, and feel most glad 
To meet thee. Evening, here ; here my own hand 

Has deck'd with trees and shrubs tlie slopes around. 
And whilst the leaves by dying airs are fann'd. 
Sweet to my spirit comes the farewell sound. 
That seems to say, " Forget the transient tear 
Thy pa]e youth shed, — ^repose and peace are here." 



WINTER EVENING, AT HOMB. 

Fair moon ! that at the chilly day's decline 
Of sharp December, through my cottage pane 
Dost lovely look, smiling, though in thy wane ; 

In thought, to scenes, serene and still as thine. 
Wanders my heart, whilst I by turns survey 
Thee slowly wheeling on thy evening "wrj ; 

And this my fire, whose dim, unequal light. 
Just glimmering, bids each shadowy image fsdl 
Sombrous and strange upon the dark'ning waU, 

Ere the dear tapers chase the deep'ning night ! 

Yet thy still orb, seen through the freezing haze. 

Shines calm and clear without ; and whilst I gaze 

I think — around me in this twilight room — 

I but remark mortality's sad gloom ; 

Whilst hope, and joy, cloudless and soft appear 

In the sweet beam that lights thy distant sphere I 
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TIMS ! who know'st a lenient hand to lay 
Softest on sorrow's wound, and slowly Uience 
(Lulling to sad repose the weary sense) 

The fiaint pang stealest, unperceived, away ; 

On thee I rest my only hope at last, 

And think, when thou hast dried the hitter tear 
That flows in vain o'er ail my soul held dear, 

1 may look back on every sorrow past. 

And meet life's peaceful evening with a smile, — 
As some lone bird, at day's departing hour 
Sings in the sunbeam of the transient shower. 
Forgetful, though its wings are wet the while : — • 
Yet, ah ! how much must that poor heart endure 
Which hopes from thee, and thee alone, a cure ! 



DOTXBr CLIFFS. 

On these white clifls, that calm above the flood. 
Uplift their shadowing heads, and, at their feet. 
Scarce hear the surge that has for ages beat. 

Sure many a lonely wand'rer has stood ; 

And, whilst the lifted murmur met his ear. 
And o'er the distant billows the still eve 
Sail'd slow, has thought of all his heart must leave 

To-morrow ; of the friends he loved most dear ; 

Of social scenes, from which he wept to part : 
But, if like me, he knew how fruitless all 
The thoughts that would full fain the past recall. 

Soon would he quell the risings of his heart. 

And brave the wild winds and unhearing tide — 

The world his country, and his God his guide. 



As one, who, long by wasting sickness worn. 

Weary has watch'd the ling'ring night, and heard. 
Heartless the carol of the matin bird 

Salute his lonely porch, now first at mom 

Goes forth, leaving his melancholy bed ; 

He the green slope and level meadow views. 
Delightful bathed in slow-ascending dews ; 

Or marks the clouds, that o'er the mountain's head. 
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In varying forms fantastic wander white ; 
Or turns his ear to every random song. 
Heard the green river's winding marge along. 

The whilst each sense is steep'd in still delight : 

With such delight o'er all my heart I feel. 

Sweet Hope! thy fragrance pure and healing incense steal! 



Whobb was the gentle voice, that, whispering sweet, 
. Promised, methought, long days of hliss sincere ? 

Soothing it stole on my deluded ear. 
Most like soft music, that might sometimes cheat 
Thoughts dark and drooping ! 'Twas the voice of Hope : 

Of love and social scenes, it seem'd to speak. 

Of truth, of friendship, of affection meek ; 
That oh ! poor friend, might to life's downward slope 
Lead us in peace, and bless onr latest hours. 

Ah me ! the prospect sadden'd as she sung ; 

Loud on my startled ear the death-bell rung ; 
Chill darkness wrapt the pleasurable bow'rs. 
Whilst horror, pointing to yon breathless clay, 
' No peace be thine," exclaim'd, " away ! away !" 



How shall I meet thee. Summer, wont to fill 
My heart with gladness, when thy pleasant tide 
First came, and on each coomb's romantic side 

Was heard the distant cuckoo's hollow bill ? 

Fresh flow'rs shall fringe the wild brink of the stream. 
As with the song of joyance and of hope. 
The hedge-rows shall ring aloud, and on the slope 

The poplars sparkle on the transient beam. 

The shrubs and laurels which I love to tend. 

Thinking their May-tide fragrance might delight. 

With many a peaceful charm, thee, my best friend. 
Shall put forth their green shoot, and cheer the sight ! 

But I shall mark their hues with sick'ning eyes, 

And weep for her who in the cold grave lies ! 
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NETLBY ABBET. 



Fall'n pile! I ask not what has heen thy fate ; 
But when the weak winds, wafted from the main. 
Through each rent arch, like spirits that complain. 

Come hollow to my ear, I meditate 

On this world's passing pageant, and the lot 
Of those who once full proudly in their prime 
And beauteous might have stood, till bow'd by time 

Or injury, their early boast forgot. 

They may have fallen like thee : pale and forlorn. 
Their brows, besprent with thm hairs, white as snow. 
They lift, majestic yet, as they would scorn 

Hiis short-lived scene of vanity and woe ; 

Whilst on their sad looks, smilingly, they bear 

The trace of creeping age, and the dim hue of care ! 



REMEMBRANCE. 

I SHALL look back, when on the main, — 

Back to my native isle. 
And almost Uiink I hear again 

Thy voice, and view thy smile. 

But many days may pass away 

Ere I again shall see 
Amid the young, the fair, the gay, — 

One who resembles thee. 

Yet when the pensive thought shall dwell 

On some ideal maid. 
Whom fancy's pencil pictured well. 

And touched with softest shade : 

The imaged form I shall survey. 

And, pausing at the view, 
Recal thy gentle smile, and say, 

" Oh, such a maid I knew !" 



H h 
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Poets of her Mge and country. Among her minor compositions, there are several of 
exceeding delicacy and beauty ; that ** On Receiving a Btaach of Meseieon/' was 
written only a few days prior to her death. 

Her poems were produced at a period when proofs of female intellect were rare. 
The world has since been more fortunate. The Muses are no longer jealous of the 
Graces. Their alliance has added greater softness and sweetness to previous strength : 
the female character has shed its influence on the tone of our literature, as well as on 
that of the domestic circle. The preceding volumes of this Work contained no ex> 
amples of female genius ;— they were sought for earnestly, but were not found. The 
present contains many. It is both the peculiarity and the glory of our age, that it 
has kept pace with the advances of masculine Intellect, without encroaching on iU 
province. Such an accession to the Muses' train was in every respect desirable and 
necessary, to All up a blank in letters, a void in the history of the human mind,— or 
to give the last finishing to the symmetry and beauty of that ancient and much-vaunted 
edifice, the Temple of Fame. 

•* nnn Doric pfDan found Itc solid bSM | 
llie Mr Corlathiui crown U»e hiflMr ipace : 
Tlitu all belov b ttrengUii but all abore U grace.** 

We may avail ourselves of this opportunity to express our regret that the rules to 
which we are necessarily limited, must preclude from introduction into this volume, 
the names of several other w(nnen. who have obtained and merited a large share of 
popularity. They will readHy occur to our readers. 
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HAGAR IN THE DESERT. 

Injurbd, hopeless, faint, and weary. 

Sad, indignant, and forlorn. 
Through the desert wild and drear\% 

Hagar leads the child of scorn. 

Who can speak a mother's anguish. 
Painted in that tearless eye. 

Which heholds her darling languish - 
Languish unrelieved, and die. 

Lo ! the empty pitcher fails her. 
Perishing with thirst he lies ; 

Death, with deep despair assails her. 
Piteous as for aid he cries. 
H h 2 
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From the dreadfiil image flying. 
Wild she rushes from the sight ; 

In the agonies of dying 

Can she see her soul's delight ? 

Now hereft of every hope. 

Cast upon the burning ground. 

Poor, abandoned soul ! look up, 
Mercy have thy sorrows found. 

Lo ! the angel of the Lord 

Comes thy great distress to cheer ; 

Listen to the gracious word. 
See divine relief is near. 

" Care of Heaven ! though man forsake thee. 
Wherefore vainly dost thou mourn ? 
From thy dream of woe awake thee. 
To thy rescued child return. 

" Lift thine eyes, behold yon fountain. 
Sparkling mid those iruitfiil trees ; 
Lo ! beneath yon sheltering mountain 
Smile for thee green bowers of ease. 

" In the hour of sore affliction, 

God hath seen and pitied thee ; 
Cheer thee in the sweet conviction. 
Thou henceforth his care shalt be. 

" Be no more by doubts distressed. 
Mother of a mighty race ! 
By contempt no more oppressed. 
Thou hast found a resting place." 

Thus from peace and comfort driven. 
Thou, poor soul, all desolate ; 

Hopeless lay, till pitying Heaven 
Found thee, in thy abject state. 

O'er thy empty pitcher, mourning. 
Mid the desert of the world.; 

Thus, with shame and anguish burning. 
From thy cherished pleasures hurled : 
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See thy great deliverer nigh. 
Calls thee from thy sorrow vain ; 

Bids thee on his love rely. 
Bless the salutary pain. 

From thine eyes the mists dispelling, 
Lo ! the well of life he shows ; 

In his presence ever dwelling. 
Bids thee find thy true repose. 

Future prospects rich in hlessing. 
Open to thy hopes secure ; 

Sure of endless joys possessing. 
Of an heavenly kingdom sure. 



PROM '• PSYCHE." 



Whbn pleasure sparkles in the cup of youth. 
And the gay hours on downy wing advance. 
Oh ! then 'tis sweet to hear the lip of truth *" 
Breathe the soft vows of love, sweet to entrance 
The raptured soul hy intermingling glance 
Of mutual bliss ; sweet amid roseate bowers. 
Led by the hand of love, to weave the dance. 
Or unmolested crop life's fairy flowers. 
Or bask in joy's bright sun through calm, unclouded hours. 

Yet they, who light of heart in May-day pride. 
Meet love with smiles and gaily amorous song, 
(Though he their softest pleasures may provide. 
Even fiien when pleasures in full concert throng) 
They cannot know with what enchantment strong 
He steals upon the tender suffering soul. 
What gently soothing charms to him belong. 
How melting sorrow owns his soft control. 
Subsiding passions hushed in milder waves to roll. 

When vexed by cares, and harassed by distress. 
The storms of fortune chill thy soul with dread. 
Let love, consoling love ! still sweetly bless. 
And his assuasive balm benignly shed ; 
His downy plumage o'er thy pillow spread. 
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Shall lull thy weeping sorrows to repose ; 
To love the tender heart hath ever fled. 
Aft on its mother's hreast the infant throws 
Its sohbing faee, and there in sleep forgets its woes. 

Oh ! fondly cherish, then, the lovely plant, 
Which lenient Heaven hath given tiiy pains to ease ; 
Its lustre shall thy summer hours enchant. 
And load with frt^rance every prosperous breeze ; 
And when rude winter shall Uiy roses seize. 
When nought through all thy bowers but thorns remain, 
This still with undeciduous charms shall please. 
Screen from the blast and shelter from the rain. 
And still with verdure cheer the desolated plain. 

Through the hard season love, with plaintive note. 
Like the kind redbreast tenderly shall sing. 
Which swells mid dreary snows its tuneful throat, 
Brushing the cold dew9 from its shivering wing. 
With cheerful promise of returning spring 
To the mute tenants of the leafless grove. 
Guard thy best treasure from the venomed sting 
Of banefvd peevishness ; oh 1 never prove 
How soon ill-temper's power can banish gentle love ! 

Repentance may the storms of passion chase. 
And Love, who shrunk aflrighted from the blast. 
May hush his just complaints in soft embrace, 
And, smiling, wipe his tearful eye at last : 
Yet when the wind's rude violence is past. 
Look what a wreck the scattered fields display ! 
See on the ground the withering blossoms cast ! 
And hear sad Philomel, with piteous lay. 
Deplore the tempest's rage that swept her young away. 

The tears capricious beauty loves to shed. 
The pouting lip, the sullen silent tongue. 
May wake the impassioned lover's tender dread. 
And touch the spring that clasps his soul so strong. 
But ah, beware ! the gentle power too long 
Will not endure the frown of angry strife ; 
He shuns contention, and the gloomy throng 
Who blast the joys of calm domestic life. 
And flies when discord shakes her brand with quarrels rife. 
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Oh ! he will tell you that these quarrels bring 
The ruin, not renewal of his flame : 
If oft repeated, lo ! on rapid wing 
He flies to hide his fair but tender frame ; 
From violence, reproach, or peevish blame 
Irrevocably flies. Lament in vain ! 
Indiflerence comes the abandoned heart to claim. 
Asserts for ever her repulsive reign. 
Close followed by disgust and all her chilling train. 

Indifi^erence, dreaded power ! what art shall save 
The good so cherished from thy grasping hand ? 
How shall young Love escape the untimely grave 
Thy treacherous arts prepare ? or how withstand 
The insidious foe, who, with her leaden band. 
Enchains the thoughtless, slumbering deity ? 
Ah, never more to wake ! or e'er expand 
His golden pinions to the breezy sky. 
Or open to the sun his dim and languid eye. 

Who can describe the hopeless, silent pang. 
With which the gentle heart first marks her sway ? 
Eyes the sure progress of her icy fiang 
Resistless, slowly fastening on her prey ; 
Sees rapture's brilliant colours fade away ; 
And all the glow of beaming sympathy ; 
Anxious to watch the cold averted ray 
Tliat speaks no more to the fond meeting eye 
Enchanting tales of love, and tenderness, and joy. 

Too faithful heart ! thou never canst retrieve 
Thy withered hopes : conceal the cruel pain ! 
O'er thy lost treasure still in silence grieve ; 
But never to the nnfeellng ear compkun : 
From fruitless struggles dearly bought refrain ! 
Submit at once, — the bitter task resign. 
Nor watch and fan the expiring flame in vain ; 
Patience, consoling maid, may yet be thine. 
Go seek her quiet cdQ, and hear her voice divine ! 

But lo ! the joyous sun, the soft-breathed gales 
By zephyrs sent to kiss the placid seas. 
Curl tiie green wave, and fill the sweUing sails ; 
The seamen's shouts, which jocund hail the breeze. 
Call the glad knight the favouring hour to seize. 
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Ucr gentle hostess. Psyche, oft embraced. 
Who still solicitous her gaest to please. 
On her fair breast a talisman had placed. 
And with the valued gem her parting blessing graced. 

How gaily now the bark pursues its way. 
Urged by the steady gale ! while round tiie keel 
Tlie bubbling currents in sweet whispers play, 
Tlieir force repulsive now no more they fed ; 
No clouds the unsullied face of heaven conceal, 
But the clear azure one pure dome displays. 
Whether it bids the star of day reveal 
His potent beams, or Cynthia's milder rays 
On deep cerulean skies invite the eye to gaze. 



ON RECEIVING A BHANCH OP MEZEREON, 
irUlCH rLOWKKKO AT WOODSTOCK. DBCfiMBUR, 18l9. 

Odours of spring, my sense ye charm 

With fragrance premature ; 
And, mid these days of dark alarm, 

Almost to hope allure. 
Methinks with purpose soft ye come 

To tell of brighter hours. 
Of May's blue skies, abundant bloom. 

Her sunny gales and showers. 

Alas ! for me shall May in vain 

The powers of life restore ; 
These eyes that weep and watch in pain 

Shall see her charms no more. 
No, no, this anguish cannot last ! 

Beloved friends, adieu ! 
The bitterness of death were past. 

Could J resign but you. 

But oh ! in every mortal pang 
That rends my soul from life, — 

That soul, which seems on you to hang 
Through each convulsive strife. 
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Even now, with agonizing grasp 

Of terror and regret. 
To all in life its love would clasp. 

Clings close and closer yet. 

Yet why, immortal, vital spark ! 

Thus mortally opprest ? 
Look up, my soul, through prospects dark 

And bid thy terrors rest ; 
Forget, forego thy earthly part. 

Thine heavenly being trust : 
Ah, vain attempt ! my coward heart 

Still shuddering clings to dust. 

Oh ye ! who soothe the pangs of death 

With love's own patient care. 
Still, still retain this fleeting breath. 

Still pour the fervent prayer. 
And ye, whose smile must greet my eye 

No more, nor voice my ear. 
Who breathe for me the tender sigh. 

And shed the pitying tear ; 

Whose kindness (though far, far removed) 

My grateful thoughts perceive. 
Pride of my life, esteemed, beloved. 

My last sad claim receive ! 
Oh ! do not quite your friend forget. 

Forget alone her fieiults ; 
And speak of her with fond regret 

Who asks your lingering thoughts. 



I 1 
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described u " firosty but kindly:" still he continued to send forth his squiba; and 
grieved only that he had lost the power of making them hurt. The objects of his en- 
mity had been gradually removed out of his reach. One of his fHenda viaited him on 
his death-bed ; and, asking the worn-out sinner if he could do aught to gratiiy Urn, 
received this memorable reply, " Yes ; give me back my youth 1" 

We owe some apology for Introducing him into thii volume It would, perhaps, be 
wrong to omit a writer who obtained so large a share of public attention, and whose 
works were, at one period, circulated to an almost incredible extent. The tul^ects of 
which he treated were for the most part of temporary interest; and he is, consequently, 
even now very nearly forgotten. It is impossible to deny, that his poems abound in wit 
and humour , and occasionally exhibit proofb of a genius, which, if the man's mind 
had not been naturally gangrened, might have placed him high among the satirical 
Poets of his country. In selecting our specimens, we have thought it desinUe to pan 
over the grosser productions of his pen, and to extract a few of his lyrlbs, — some of 
which are animated, elegant, and tender. Still his exceeding popularity will amaae 
modem readers ; and is to be accounted for only by believing that which is humbltng 
to humanity, — ^those who pander to our vices are more eagerly accepted than those who 
inculcate virtue ; and there, unhappily, prevails a disposition to encourage unprincipled 
persons who strive to render rank powerless, by making it contemptible. There are, 
however, few evils, which time does not remove. The name of Peter Pindar is now 
seldom or never heard of; and if we find ourselves compelled to drag it flrom the ob- 
scurity to which it has been consigned, we trust that with the bane we have given the 
antidote 
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YouNO men ! — 
I do presume that one of you in ten 
Has kept a dog or two, and has remark'd. 
That when you have heen comfortably feeding, 
Tlie curs, without one atom of court breeding. 
With wat'ry jaws, have whin'd, and paw'd, and bark'd ; 
Show'd anziottsness about the mutton bone. 
And, 'stead oiyaur mouth, wish'd it in their own ; 
And if you gave this bone to one or t'other, 
Hea^ns, what a snarling, quarrelling, and pother ! 
Tliis, p'rhaps, has often touch'd you to the quick. 
And made you teach good manners by a kick ; 
And if the tumult was beyond all bearing, 
A little bit of sweet emphatic swearing. 
An eloquence of wondrous use in wars. 
Amongst sea captains and the brave jack tars. 
ii2 
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Now tell me honestly, — ^pray don't you find 

Somewhat m Christians, jast of the same kind 
That you ezperiene'd in the curs. 
Causing your anger and demurs ? 

As, for example, when your mistress. Fame, 

Wishing to celehrate a worthy name. 

Takes up her trump to give the just applause ; 

How have yon, puppy-like, paw'd, wish'd, and whin'd. 
And gprowFd, and curs'd, and swore, and pin'd. 

And long'd to tear the trumpet from her jaws ! 

The dogs deserv'd their kicking, to he sure ; 

But yom ! O fie, boys ! go and sin no more. 



From her whom ev'ry heart must love. 
And ev'ry eye with wonder see ; 

My sad, my lifeless steps remove, — 
Ah ! were she fair alone for me / 

In vain to solitudes I fly. 

To bid her form from mem'ry part ; 
That form still dwells on mem'ry's eye. 

And roots its beauties in my heart. 

In ev'ry rose that decks the vales, 
I see her cheek's pure blush appear ; 

And when the lark ^e morning hails, 
lis Julia's voice salutes ray ear. 

Thus let me rove the world around. 
Whatever beauty's charm can boast. 

Or soothe the soul with sweetest sound. 
Must paint the idol I have lost. 



Thb wretch, O let me never know. 
Who turns from pity's tearfrd eye ; 

Who melts not at the dirge of woe. 
But bids the soul renew its sigh ! 
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O say not with the voice of scorn, 
" The lilies of thy neck are fled, 
Thine eyes their vanished radiance mourn, 
Tlie roses of thy cheek are dead/' 

Too cruel youth, with tears I own. 
The rose and lily's sad decay ; 

And, sorrowing, wish for thee alone. 
Their transient bloom a longer day. 

Yet though thine eyes no longer trace 
The healthful blush of former charms ; 

Remember that each luckless grace. 
O Colin, faded in thy arms ' 



MADRIGAL. 



Whbn Love and Truth together play'd. 
So cheerful was the shepherd's song ! 

How happy, too, the rural maid ! 
How light the minutes wing'd along ! 

But Love has left the sighing vale. 

And TVuth no longer tells her tale. 

Sly stealing, see, from scene to scene, 
The watchful Jealousy appear ; 

And*]pale Distrust with troubled mien. 
The roUing eye, and list'ning ear ! 

For Love has left the sighing vale. 

And Truth no longer tdls her tale. 

Ah ! shall we see no more the hour. 
That wafted rapture on its wing ! 

With murmurs shall the riv'let pour. 
That prattled from its crystal spring ? 

Yes^ yes^ while Love forsakes the vale. 

And Truth no longer tells her tale. 



A PASTORAL SONG. 



Farbwbll, O fiea^well to the day. 
That smiling with happiness flew ! 

Ye verdures and blushes of May, 
Ye songs of the linnet, adieu ! 
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In tears from the vale I depart. 
In anguish I move from the fair ; 

For what are those scenes to the heart 
Which Fortune has doom'd to despair ? 

Love frowns, — and how dark is the hour ! 

Of rapture, departed the hreath ! 
So gloomy the grove and the how'r, 

I tread the pale valley of death. 

With envy I wander forlorn. 

At the hreeze which her heauty has fann'd ; 
And I envy the hird on the thorn. 

Who sits watching the crumhs from her hand. 

I envy the lark o'er her cot. 

Who calls her from slumher, so hlest ; 

Nay, I envy the nightingale's note. 
The Syren who sings her to rest. 

On her hamlet once mare let me dwell, — 
One look ! (the last comfort !) be mine ; 

O pleasure, and Delia, feurewell ! 
Now, sorrow, I ever am thine. 



O NYMPH ! of Fortune's smiles beware. 
Nor heed the Syren's flattering tongue ; 

She lures thee to the haunts of care. 
Where sorrow pours a ceaseless song. 

Ah ! what are all her piles of gold ? 

Can those the host of care controul ? 
The splendour which thine eyes behold. 

Is not the sunshine of the soul. 

To love alone thy homage pay. 
The queen of ev'ry true delight ; 

Her smiles with joy shall gild thy day. 
And bless the visions of the night. 
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Ek;oNOMY'8 a very useful broom. 

Yet should not ceaseless hunt about the room 

To catch each straggling pin to make a plumb; 
Too oft economy's an iron vice, 
That squeezes e'en the little guts of mice. 

That peep with fearful eyes, and ask a crumb. 

Proper economy's a comely thing ; 
Good in a subject, — better in a king : 

Yet push'd too fietr, it dolls each finer feelings — 
Most easily inclin'd to make folks mean ; 
Inclines them, too, to villainy to lean. 

To over-reaching, peijury, and stealing. 

E'en when the heart should only think of g^ef. 
It creeps into the bosom like a thief; 
And swallows up th' affections all so mild, — 
Witness the Jewess, and her only child. 

Poor Mistress Levi had a luckless son. 
Who, rushing to obtain the foremost seat. 
In imitation of th' ambitious great. 
High from the gall'ry, ere the play begun. 
He fell all plump into the pit. 
Dead in a minute as a nit : 
In short, he broke his pretty Hebrew neck ; 
Indeed, and very dreadful was the wreck ! 

The mother was distracted, raving, wild, — 
Shriek'd, tore her hair, embrac'd and kiss'd her child ; 

Afflicted every heart with grief around : 
Soon as the show'r of tears was somewhat past. 
And moderately calm th' hysteric blast. 

She cast about her eyes in thought profound ; 
And being with a saving knowledge bless'd. 
She thus the playhouse manager address'd : 

Sher, I'm de moder of de poor Chew lad, 
Dat meet mish^Euten here so bad ; 
Sher, I muss haf de shilling back, you know. 
Ass Moses haf nat see de show." 
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to lubdne or crush the natural sensations and desires of man. They, tberefbre, clip the 
wings of their own fancy ; and, if they soar, it is with the painAil flutter of a wounded 
bird. Religious poetry is, for the most part, prejudicial to the cause it prolteses to 
advocate. It may influence the head ; but it rarely touches the heart. Men an drawn 
from low thoughts and vicious habits, fat less by fear than persuasion. If Religion 
be in " gorgon terrors clad," and " circled with a vengeful band," the elftct produced 
must be unnatural and transitory. The Poets, therefore, who so introduce, never re- 
commend it. Such a course is to be deprecated the more, because the very opposite ii 
BO accessible. The best auxiliaries to piety are abundant throughout Nature : the 
themes that most readily present themselves to the Poet are those which, by the 
surest and safest way, lead the heart to virtue, — and they are all graceftil, and besu- 
tifUl, and cheerful. There are, undoubtedly, many glorious exceptions to the rule ve 
have ventured to lay down ; but we believe they are not to be found among writers 
who have exclusively devoted themselves to the treatment of Religion, in rtiw. 
Religion, therefore, Is deprived of one of its most powerful and efibctive advocates. 
It is made most influential, indeed, by those who are indirectly iu supporters—who 
describe natural objects, and excite love as well as veneration, by leading the mind 
through Nature up to Nature's Ctod ; — " the meanest flower that blows" has been made 
to teach a lesson ; and he best instructs the reason, and directs the heart, who finds 

" Hood In every tliliig.'* 
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Hail, holy love ! thou word that sums all bliss» 
Gives and receives all bliss^ — ^fullest when most 
Thou givest ! spring-head of all felicity. 
Deepest when most is drawn ! emblem of God ! 
O'erflowing most when greatest numbers drink ! 



Eternal, ever-growing, happy love ! 
Enduring all, hoping, forgiving all ; 
Instead of law, fulfilling every law : 
Entirely blest, because thou seek'st no more, 
Hopest not, nor fear'st ; but on the present livest. 
And hold'st perfection smiling in thy arms. 

* >t( « ♦ :|e ♦ 

Kk 
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THE RESURRECTION. 



And now, descending from the bowers of Heaven, 
Soft airs o'er all the earth, spreading, were heard. 
And hallelujahs sweet, the harmony 
Of righteous souls that came to re-possess 
Their long-neglected bodies ; and, anon. 
Upon the ear fell horribly the sound 
Of cursing, and the yells of damned despair. 
Uttered by felon spirits that the trump 
Had summoned from the burning glooms of hell, 
To put their bodies on, reserved for woe. 

Now, starting up among the Uving changed. 
Appeared innumerous the risen dead. 
Each particle of dust was claimed : the turf. 
For ages trod beneath the careless foot 
Of men, rose, organized in human form ; 
The monumental stones were rolled away ; 
The doors of death were opened ; and in the dark 
And loathsome vault, and silent chamel house. 
Moving, were heard the mouldered bones that sought 
Their proper place. Instinctive, every soul 
Flew to its clayey part : from grass-grown mould. 
The nameless spirit took its ashes up. 
Reanimate ; and, merging from beneath 
The flattered marble, undistinguished rose 
The great, nor heeded once the lavish rhyme. 
And costly pomp of sculptured garnish vain. 
The Memphian mummy, that from age to age. 
Descending, bought and sold a thousand times. 
In hall of curious antiquary stowed. 
Wrapped in mysterious weeds, the wondrous theme 
Of many an erring tale, shook oflf its rags ; 
And the brown son of Egypt stood beside 
The European, his last purchaser. 
In vale remote, the hermit lose, surprised 
At crowds that rose around him, where he thought 
His slumbers had been single ; and the bard. 
Who fondly covenanted with his friend. 
To lay his bones beneath the sighing bough 
Of some old lonely tree, rising, was pressed 
fiy multitudes that claimed their proper dust 
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From the same spot ; and lie, that richly hearsed. 
With gloomy garniture of purchased woe. 
Embalmed, in princely sepulchre was laid. 
Apart from vu%ar men, built nicely round 
And round by tiie proud heir, who blushed to think 
His father's lordly clay should ever mix 
With peasant dust, — saw by his side, awake. 
The clown that long had slumbered in his arms* 

The family tomb, to whose devouring mouth 
Descended sire and son, age after age. 
In long, unbroken, hereditary line. 
Poured forth, at once, the ancient father rude. 
And all his ofispring of a thousand years. 
Refreshed from sweet repose, awoke the man 
Of charitable life, — awoke and sung : 
And from his prison house, slowly and sad. 
As if unsatisfied with holding near 
Communion with the earth, the miser drew 
His carcase forth, and gnashed his teeth, and howled, 
Unsolaced by his gold and silver then. 
From simple stone in lonely wilderness. 
That hoary lay, o'erletter'd by the hand 
Of oft-frequenting pilgrim, who had taught 
The willow-tree to weep, at morn and even. 
Over the sacred spot, — the martyr saint, 
To song of seraph harp, triumphant rose. 
Well pleased that he had suffered to the death. 
" The cloud capped towers, the gorgeous palaces,"^ 
As sung the bard by Nature's himd anointed. 
In whose capacious giant numbers rolled 
The passions of old Time, fell lumbering down. 
All cities fell, and every work of man. 
And gave their portion forth of human dust, — 
Touched by the mortal finger of decay. 
Tree, herb, and flower, and every fowl of heaven. 
And fish, and animal — ^the wild and tame — 
Forthwith dissolving, crumbled into dust. 



Athens, and Rome, and Babylon, and Tyre, 
And she that sat on Thames, queen of the seas, — 
Cities once famed on earth, convulsed through all 
Their mighty ruins, threw their millions forth. 
Kk 2 
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Palmyra's dead, wliere desolation sat 

From age to age, weU pleased in solitade. 

And silence, — save when traveller's foot, or owl 

Of night, or fragment mouldering down to dost. 

Broke faintly on his desert ear, — awoke. 

And Salem, holy city, where the Prince 

Of life, hy death, a second life secured 

To man, and with him from the grave, redeemed* 

A chosen number brought, to retinue 

His g^reat ascent on high, and give sure pledge 

That death was foiled, — ^her generations, now. 

Gave up, of kings, and priests, and Pharisees : 

Nor even the Sadducee, who fondly said. 

No mom of resurrection e'er should come. 

Could sit the summons ; to his ear did reach 

The trumpet's voice, and iU prepared for what 

He oft had proved should never be, he rose 

Reluctantly, and on his face began 

To bum etemal shame. The cities, too. 

Of old, ensepulchred beneath the flood. 

Or deeply Numbering under mountains huge. 

That earthquake — servant of the wrath of God — 

Had on their wicked population thrown ; 

And marts of busy trade, long ploughed and sown 

By history unrecorded, or the song 

Of bard — ^yet not forgotten their wickedness. 

In heaven — poured forth their ancient multitudes. 

That vainly wished their sleep had never broke. 

From battle fields, where men by millions met 

To murder each his fellow, and make sport 

To kings and heroes — things long since forgot — 

Innumerous armies rose, unbanner*d all, 

UnpanopUed, unpraised ; nor found a prince. 

Or general, then, to answer for their crimes. 

The hero's slaves, and all the scarlet troops 

Of antichrist, and all that fought for rule, — 

Many high-sounding names, familiar once 

On earth, and praised exceedingly, but now 

Familiar most in hell, their dungeon fit. 

Where they may war etemally with God's 

Almighty thunderbolts, and win them pangs 

Of keener woe, — saw, as they sprang to life. 

The widow and the orphan, ready stand. 

And helpless virgin, ravished in their sport. 
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To plead against them at the coming doom. 

The Roman legions, boasting once, how load» 

Of liberty, and fighting bravely o'er 

Hie torrid and the frigid zone, the sands 

Of burning Egypt, and the frozen hills 

Of snowy Albion, to make mankind 

Their thralls — ^untaught, that he who made or kept 

A slave, could ne'er himself be truly free — 

That morning gathered up their dust, which lay 

Wide scattered over half the globe ; ^lor saw 

Their eagled banners then. Sennacherib's hosts. 

Embattled once against the sons of God, 

With insult bold, quick as the noise of mirth 

And revehry, sunk in their drunken camp. 

When death's dark angel, at the dead of night. 

Their vitals touched, and made each pulse stand still. 

Awoke in sorrow ; and the multitudes 

Of Gog, and all the fated crew that warred 

Against the chosen saints, in the last days. 

At Armageddon, when the Lord came down. 

Mustering his host on Israel's holy hills. 

And, from the treasures of his snow and hail. 

Rained terror, and confusion rained, and death. 

And gave to all the beasts and fowls of heaven. 

Of captains' flesh and blood of men of war, 

A feast of many days, revived, and, doomed 

To second death, stood in Hamonidi's vale. 

Nor yet did aD that fell in battle rise. 
That day, to wailing. Here and there were seen 
The patriot bands, that from his guilty throne 
The despot tore, unshackled nations, made 
The prince respect the people's laws, drove back 
The wave of proud invasion, and rebuked 
The frantic fury of the multitude. 
Rebelled, and fought and fell for liberty 
Right understood, true heroes in the speech 
Of heaven, where words express the thoughts of him 
Who speaks ; not undistinguished these, though few» 
That mom arose, with joy and melody. 
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Tbom At Hood was bora in the Poultiy, London, in 1798. His fother wu a nattTo 
of Scotland, and, for many yean, acting partner in the firm of Vemor, Hood, and 
Sharp, extensive Booksellers and Publishers. Thomas Hood was In his childhood 
remarkable for great yivacity of spirits ; and at a very early age gave tokens of the 
genius for which he has been since distinguished. When a boy, our informant states, 
" he was continually making shrewd and pointed remarks upon topics of which he waa 
presumed to know nothing." He finished his education at Mr. Wanostrocht's academy, 
Camberwell ; and on leaving school, his health being precarious, he was recommended 
to try the eflbct of a sea voyage on his constitution. The sea, however, appears to have 
had no attractions for the future Poet: in one of the pleasantest of his poems he sums 
up all the annoyances to which those who are " for ttmn the land" are invariaUy 
subjected: — 

«* All the MB daiiKVs 

Buccanean, rancBn, 

Plrmtes and atUer-man, 

Algetine gBUeyman, 

Tonwdom and TfpiMtNi 

And honibl* Sjrplaoiu,** 
&e.ftc. &e. 

Mr. Hood subsequently resided for a considerable period with hii relatives in Dundee : 
and on his return to London, having manifested a taste for drawing, and expreesed a 
desire to pursue the art of engraving, he was articled to his unde, Mr. Robert Sands, 
with a view to acquire a knowledge of the profession. He passed two yean sketching 
with the pencil, now and then taking up the graver, but chiefly composing poetry : his 
compositions found their way into the " London Magaxiue,'* and at once attracted 
attention. A path to fiime was speedily marked out for him ; and he has taken his 
station as one of the most original and agreeable writen of the day. 

The countenance of Mr. Hood is more solemn than merry : there is nothing in his 
appearance to indicate that wit and humour for which he is so eminent. He is by no 
means brilliant in conversation ; but seems as if continually taking i» the matter which 
he gives out sparingly in general society. We believe, indeed, that his mind is serious 
rather than comic; that the poems which have made so many readen laugh, are the 
produce of deep thought and study, and by no means the outbreaks of natural humour. 
We think we perceive this even in his merriest strains : few of them are without a 
touch of melancholy ; and the topics he selecto as fittest for him, are usually of a 
grave and sombre cast. We have never known him laugh heartily, either in company 
or in rhyme. It is highly to his credit, that with so much power in dealing with the 
burlesque, he has never indulged in penonal satire : we look in vain through his books 
for a single passage that can give pain to any living person ; neither does he ever verge 
upon indelicacy, or treat with lightness or indifference sacred suhiects. Perhaps it is 
impossible to find a greater contrast than that which is presented by the writings of 
Thomas Hood, and Peter Pindar. The one cannot be Cicetious without exhibiting 
venom;— the other. In his most i^ayful moments, is never either ill-tempered or 
envious. Indeed, kindliness, benevolence, and generosity are the characteristics even 
of Mr. Hood's " satirical" productions. 

It is, however, less to the humorous than to the serious compositions of Thomas 
Hood that we desire to direct the reader's attention. His name is so completely linked 
with " Joking," that few are at all aware of his exquisite talent for pure and genuine 
poetry. While his " Whims and Oddities" have passed throu^ many editions, his 
" Plea of the Midsummer Fairies" has never reached a second ; and while his *' Comie 
Annuals" have brought him a large income, his delicious Lyrics have scarcely yielded 
suflicient to pay the printer. We refer to the few extracU we have selected, for proof 
that Mr. Hood has claims to a fkr higher and more enviable reputation than that wliieh 
his " puns" have conferred upon him. More tender, more graceAil, or more beautifully 
wrought lyrics are scarcely to be found in the language. Th«y " smack of the oM 
Poets ;" they have all the truth and nature for which the great Bards are pre-eminent ; 
and while Mr. Hood has caught their spirit, he has not fallen into the error that has 
proved fatal to many of his contemporaries,— a mistaken notion that by copying the 
slips and bloU which occasionally mar the delicate beauty of their writings, he was 
imitating their style and character. 
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TO A COLD BEAUTY. 



Ladt, would'st thou heiress be 
To winter's cold and cruel part ? 

When he sets the rivers free. 

Thou dost still lock up thy heart : 

Thou that should'st outlast the snow. 

But in the whiteness of thy brow ? 

Scorn and cold neglect are made 
For winter gloom and winter wind ; 

But thou wilt wrong the summer air. 
Breathing it to words unkind : 

Breath whidi only should belong 

To love, to sunlight, and to song ! 
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When the little buds unclose, 

Red» and white, and pied, and bine ; 

And that virgin flower, the rose. 
Opes her heart to hold the dew, — 

Wilt thoa lock thy bosom up 

With no jewel in its cup ? 

Let not cold December sit 

Thus in love's peculiar throne ; 

Brooklets are not prison'd now. 
But crystal frosts are all agone ; 

And that which hangs upon the spray* 

It is no snow, but flower of May ! 



Shm stood breast high amid the com, 
Clasp'd by the golden light of mom. 
Like the sweetheart of the sun 
Who many a glowing kiss had won. 

On her cheek an autumn flush. 
Deeply ripened : — such a blush 
In the midst of brown was bom. 
Like red poppies grown with com. 

Round her eyes her tresses fell. 
Which were blackest none could tell ; 
But long lashes veil'd a light. 
That had else been all too bright. 

And her hat, with shady brim. 
Made her tressy forehead dim ; — 
Thus she stood amid the stooks 
Praising God with sweetest looks : — 

Sure, I said, heav'n did not mean. 
Where I reap thou should'st but glean ; 
Lay thy sheaf adown and come. 
Share my harvest and my home. 
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Shb*8 up and gone, the graceless girl ! 

And robb'd my failing years ; 
My blood before was thin and cold. 

But now 'tis turn'd to tears : 
My shadow falls upon my g^ve. 

So near the brink I stand ; 
She might have stayed a little yet. 

And led me by the hand ! 

Aye, call her on the barren moor. 

And call her on the hill ; 
Tis nothing but the heron's cry, 

And plovers answer shrill : 
My child is flown on wilder wings 

Than they have ever spread ; 
And I may even walk a waste 

That widened when she fled. 



Full many a thankless child has been, — 

But never one like mine ; 
Her meat was served on plates of gold. 

Her drink was rosy wine : 
But now she'll share the robin's food, 

And sup the common rill. 
Before her feet will turn again 

To meet her fitther's wiU ! 



I RBMEMBBR, I RBMSMBSR. 

I RBif BHBBR, I remember. 

The house where I was bom. 
The little window where the sun 

Came peeping in at mom : 
He never came a wink too soon. 

Nor brought too long a day ; 
But now, I often wish the night 

Had home my breath away I 
L I 
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I remember, I remember. 

The roses — ^red and white ; 
The violets and the lily-cups. 

Those flowers made of light ! 
The lilacs where the robin built. 

And where my brother set 
The laburnum on his birth-day, — 

The tree is living yet ! 

I remember, I remember. 

Where I was used to swing ; 
And thought the air must rush as fresh 

To swallows on the wing : 
My spirit flew in feathers then. 

That is so heavy now. 
And summer pools could hardly cool 

The fever on my brow ! 

I remember, I remember. 

The fir trees dark and high ; 
I used to think their slender tops 

Were close against the sky : 
It was a childish ignorance. 

But now 'tis little joy 
To know I'm farther off from heav'n 

Than when I was a bov. 



Oh ! well may poets make a fuss 

In summer time, and sigh, " O rus !" 

Of London pleasures sick : 
My heart is all at pant to rest 
In greenwood shades, — ^my eyes detest 

This endless meal of brick ! 

What joy have I in June's return ? 
My feet are parch'd, my eyeballs bum ; 

I scent no flowery gust : 
But faint the flagging zephyr springs. 
With dry Macadam on its wings. 

And turns me " dust to dust." 
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My 8un his daily course renews 
Due east, but with no eastern dews ; 

The path is dry and hot ! 
His setting shows more tamely still. 
He sinks behind no purple hill. 

But down a chimney's pot \ 

Oh ! but to hear the milk-maid blythe. 
Or early mower whet his scythe 

The dewy meads among ! 
My grass is of that sort, — alas ! 
That makes no hay, call'd sparrow-g^rass 

By folks of vulgar tongue ! 

Oh ! but to smell the woodbine sweet ! 
I think of cowslip-cups, — ^but meet 

With very vile rebufis ! 
For meadow buds, I get a whiff 
Of Cheshire cheese, or only sniff 

The turtle made at Cuff's. 



How tenderly Rousseau review'd 
His periwinkles ! mine are strew'd ! 

My rose blooms on a gown ! 
I hunt in vain for eglantine. 
And find my blue-bell on the sign 

That marks the Bell and Crown ! 

Where are ye, birds ! that blithely wing 
From tree to tree, and gaily sing 

Or mourn in thickets deep ? 
My cuckoo has some ware to sell. 
The watchman is my Philomel, 

My blackbird is a sweep I 

Where are ye, linnet ! lark ! and thrush ! 
That perch on leafy bough and bush. 

And tune the various song ? 
Two hurdy-gurdists, and a poor 
Street-Handel grinding at my door. 

Are all my '* tuneful throng." 
l12 
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Where are ye, early-parling streams. 
Whose waves reflect the moming heuns. 

And colours of the skies ? 
My rilb are only puddle-drains 
From shambles, or reflect the stains 

Of calimanoo-dyes. 

Sweet are the little brooks that nm 
O'er pebbles glancing in the sun. 

Singing in soothing tones : 
Not thus the city streamlets flow ; 
Hiey make no music as they go. 

Though never " off the stones." 

Where are ye, pastoral, pretty sheep. 
That wont to bleat, and frisk, and leap 

Beside your woolly dams ? 
Alas ! instead of harmless crooks. 
My CorydoDS use iron hooks. 

And skin — ^not shear — ^the lambs. 



The pipe whereon, in olden day, 
Til' Arcadian herdsman ns'd to play 

Sweetly, here soundeth not ; 
But merely breathes unwelcome fumes. 
Meanwhile the city boor consumes 

The rank weed — " piping hot." 

All rural things are vilely mock'd. 
On every hand the sense is shock'd 

With objects hard to bear : 
Shades — vernal shades ! where wine is sold ! 
And for a turfy bank, behold 

An Ingram's rustic chair I 

Where are ye, London meads and bow'rs. 
And gardens redolent of fiow'rs 

Wherein the zephyr wons ? 
Alas ! Moor Fields are fields no more ! 
See Hatton's Garden brick'd all o'er ; 

And that bare wood, — St. John's. 
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No pastoral scene procures me peace ; 
I hold no leasowee in my lease. 

No cot set round with trees : 
No sheep-white hill my dwelling flanks ; 
And omnium furnishes my banks 

With brokers, not with bees. 

Oh ! well may poets make a fuss 

In summer time, and sigh, " O rus !" 

Of city pleasures sick : 
My heart is aD at pant to rest 
In greenwood shades, — my eyes detest 

lliis endless meal of brick. 



It was not in the winter 

Our loving lot was cast ; 
It was the time of roses, — 

We plucked them as we passed ! 

That churlish season never frowned 

On early lovers yet ! 
Oh no, — ^the world was newly crowned 

With flowers, when first we met. 

Twas twilight, and I bade you go, 

But still you held me fast ; 
It was the time of roses, — 

We plucked them as we passed ! 

What else could peer my glowing cheek 

That tears began to stud ? 
And when I asked the like of love. 

You snatched a damask bud ; — 

And oped it to the dainty core. 

Still glowing to the last ; 
It was the time of roses, — 

We plucked them as we passed ! 
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Cmaklbs Dibdiw, the md of a sflyenmith, at Southtmptoii, was bom in that 
town. In the year 1745. At an early age he rentured to try hia fortune in the meCro- 
polia, where he at once set hfanaelf to compoM aonga and ballada ; hut waa oeeupied 
chiefly in tuning piano-fortea. In 1762, he made hia debAt aa an actor at the Rich- 
mond theatre; and two yeara afterwarda appeared on the London boazda, as Ralph, 
in the " Maid of the Mill." He soon began to write for the stage ; and, it ia laid, 
produced above one hundred dramas, of yarlous degrees of merit. The ** Deserter," 
brought out in 1772; the ** Waterman.** In 1774; and the *' Quaker," in 177S, are 
still oceasionally performed. Dibdin, however, did not like his proftsslon ; and took 
the earliest opportunity of quitting it. He opened a kind of theatre, in Lricrwtrr 
8quare, to which he gave the title of " Sans Souci;" and had evening entertain- 
ments, at which he sung his own songs, and accompanied himself on the piano:— 
this simple design waa amaaingly successftil. He is said to have written Aram time to 
time, during the period of the performances, above twelve hundred songs — to nearly 
all of which he composed the music. He died in indigent circumstances, in 1814. 

In 1803, a pension of £200. a* year was granted to Charles Dibdin : after enjoying it 
for three years, a new administration, in order to display the economical principles 
upon which it designed to manage Great Britain, thought proper to deprive the aged 
vocalist of this resource. Other branches of hii family have displayed talents of no 
common order ; and have, we believe, also had to encounter adversity. Aa yet, we 
have manifested no desire to repay any portion of the large debt which is owing to him 
ttom a nation. The country has been recently called upon to grant annuities to profes- 
sors of literature, whose claims are not half so urgent, or so Just. Yfe^ may hope that 
some part of the debt to Charles Dibdin will yet be discharged. In' estimating his 
merit as a nautical song writer, we should not confine it to the mere gratification 
derived by the sailors themselves from singing his songa : wa find in the sentiments 
expressive of the character of aeamen, so much kindliness of feeling, and a total 
absence of selfishness and worldly wiadom, that has tended in no small degree to raise 
aailors in the esteem of the oountry, and to render the maritime profession popular. 
This consideration, during a period of protracted naval war, is essential, in order to 
arrive at a due estimate of the services conferred by Dibdin upon the State. 

A sound critic, Mr. Hogarth, statea that ** Dibdin had hardly received any mosicsl 
education ; and his attainments in the art were so small, that he had not skill enough 
to put a good accompaniment to his own airs. But he possessed a gift which no edu- 
cation or study can bestow,— an inexhaustible vein of melody." Among the hundredi 
of airs which he composed, it is wonderftil to observe how few are bad, or evoi indif- 
ferent ; and how tree they are bom sameness and repetition : and yet, with all this 
variety, there is no straining after novelty. The airs fiow so naturally, that they q>- 
pear to have cost him no sort of eflbrt. In their expression, too, they are not leas 
various than in their phrases. Whether the poetry ii tender, lively, or energetic, the 
music never fUls to speak a corresponding laoguage. 

If we try the poetry of Dibdin by a severe standard, it will undoubtedly be fbund 
wanting; but if it be a triumph of genius to achieve coMPLBTax.T the object deaired, 
we must allot a high station to the most popular song writer of the age. It is scarcely 
an exaggeration to say, that " a nation's ballads" have greater influence on ita people 
than *' a nation's laws ;" and it may be aafely aaserted, that the oo-operation of Charlea 
Dibdin haa been largely eflbctive In giving truth to the line, * 



His songs come home to the uneducated minds of seamen : they are simple in lan- 
guage, and homely in construction. Refined and embellished, their efibct would be lost. 
That they have had a prodigious— almost B universal — ^influence over our mariners, 
is certain : it has been as salutary as it is powerful. They teach that while ooursge 
is a noble quality, it is elevated into a virtue when exerted for our country; and 
that something more than brute force is necessary to make a good sailor. They not 
only inculcate bravery in battle, but patience under less exciting perils ; and describe 
discipline and subordination as leading duties. They have been quoted with eflect to 
suppreu mutiny ; they have, indeed, contributed largely to strengthen the great bul- 
warks of Britain— her " wooden walls"— to raise the character of her best defender— 
*' the British tar"— and to establish that which is a substance, and not a aouud— 
<*Britiah glory r 



Digiti 



ized by Google 



DIBDIN. 

I SAILED PROM TH£ DOWNS. 

I 8AILBD from the Downs in the Nancy, 

My jib how she smack'd through the breeze ; 
She's a vessel as tight, to my fancy. 

As ever sail'd on the salt seas. 
So, adieu ! to the white difis of Britain, 

Our girls, and our dear native shore ; 
For if some hard rock we should split on. 

We shall.never see them any more. 
But sailors were bom for all weathers. 

Great guns let it blow high, blow low. 
Our duty keeps us to our tethers. 

And where the gale drives we must go. 
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When we enter'd the gut of Gibraltar^ 

I verily thought she'd have sunk ; 
For the wind so began for to alter. 

She yaw'd just as thof she was drunk. 
The squall tore the mainsail to shivers, — 

Helm a-weather, the hoarse boatswain cries ; 
Brace the foresail athwart, see she quivers. 

As through the rude tempest she flies. 



The storm came on thicker and faster. 

As black just as pitch was the sky ; 
When truly a doleful disaster 

Befel three poor sailors and I : 
Ben Buntline, Sam Shroud, and Dick Handsail, 

By a blast that came furious and hard. 
Just while we were furling the mainsail. 

Were every soul swept from the yard. 



Poor Ben, Sam, and Dick cried Peceavi; 

As for I, at the risk of my neck. 
While they sunk down in peace to old Davy, 

Caught a rope and so landed on deck : 
Well, what would you have ? we were stranded. 

And out of a fine jolly crew 
Of three hundred that Miil'd, never landed 

But I, and I think twenty-two. 



After thus we at flea had miscarried. 

Another guess-way sat the wind ; 
For to England I came and got married. 

To a lass that was comely and kind : 
But whether for joy or vexation. 

We know not for what we were bom ; 
Perhaps I may find a kind station. 

Perhaps I may touch at Cape Horn. 
For sailors were bom for all weathers. 

Great guns let it blow high, blow low. 
Our duty keeps us to our tethers. 

And where the gale drives we must go. 
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TOM BOWLING. 

Hbrb» a sheer hulk. Ilea poor Tom Bowling, 

The darling of our crew ; 
No more he'll hear the tempest howling. 

For death has broach'd him to. 

His form was of the manliest beauty. 

His heart was kind and soft ; 
Faithful below he did his duty, 

And now he's gone aloft. 

Tom never from his word departed. 

His virtues were so rare ; 
His friends were many, and true-hearted. 

His Poll was kind and fair. 

And then he'd sing so blithe and jolly. 

Ah ! many's the time and oft ; 
But mirth is tum'd to melancholy. 

For Tom is gone aloft. 

Yet shall poor Tom find pleasant weather. 

When He who all commands 
Shall give, to call life's crew together, 

The word to pipe all hands. 

Thus death, who kings and tars dispatches^ 

In vain Tom's life has doff'd ; 
For though his body's under hatches. 

His soul is gone aloft. 



LOVELY NAN. 



SwBBT is the ship that under sul 
Spreads her bosom to the gale : 

Sweet, oh ! sweet's the flowing can ; 
Sweet to poise the labouring oar. 
That tugs us to our native shore. 

When the boatswain pipes the barge to man : 
Sweet sailing with a fav'rite breeze ; 
But, oh ! much sweeter than all these. 

Is Jack's dehght, — ^his lovely Nan. 
Mm 
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The needle, fiButhfiil to the north. 
To shew of constancy the worth, 

A curioas lesson teaches man ; 
The needle, time may rust, — a squall 
Capsize the binnacle and aD, 

Let seamanship do all it can : 
My love in worth shall higher rise, — 
Nor time shall rust, nor squalls capsize 

My faith and truth to lovely Nan. 

When in the bilboes I was penn'd. 
For serving of a worthless friend. 

And ev'ry creature from me ran ; 
No ship, performing quarantine. 
Was ever so deserted seen ; 

None hailed me, — ^woman, child, nor man : 
But though false friendship's sails were fnrl'd. 
Though cut adrift by all the world, 

I'd all the world in lovdy Nan. 

I love my duty, love my friend. 
Love truth and merit to defend, — 

To mourn their loss who hazard ran ; 
I love to take an honest part. 
Love beauty and a spotless heart, — 

By manners love to show the man : 
To cHul through life by honour's breeze, 
'Twas all along of loving these 

First made me doat on lovely Nan. 



BLOW HIGH, BLOW LOW. 

Blow high, blow low, let tempests tear 

The main-mast by the board ; 
My heart, with thoughts of thee, my dear. 

And love well stor'd. 
Shall brave all dancer, scorn all fear. 
The roaring winds, the raging sea, 
In hopes on shore. 
To be once more 
Safe moor'd with thee. 
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Aloft, while mountains high we go, 

The whistling winds that scud along. 
And the surge roaring from below. 
Shall my signal be 
To think on thee. 
And this shall be my song, — 

Blow high, blow low, &c. 

And on that night, when all the crew 

The mem'ry of their former lives 
O'er flowing cans of flip renew. 

And drink their sweethearts and their wives, 
I'll heave a sigh, and think on thee ; 
And as the ship rolls through the sea. 
The burthen of my song shall be, — 

Blow high, blow low, &c. 



BOLD JACK. 



Whilb up the shrouds the sailor goes, 

Or ventures on the yard ; 
The landsman, who no better knows. 

Believes his lot is hard. 
Bold Jack, with smiles, each danger meets. 

Casts anchor, heaves the log. 
Trims all the sails, belays the sheets. 

And drinks his can of grog. 

When mountains high the waves that swell 

The vessel rudely bear. 
Now sinking in a hollow dell, — 

Now quivering in the air : 

Bold Jack, with smiles* &c. 

When waves 'gainst rocks and quicksands roar. 

You ne'er hear him repine ; 
Freezing near Greenland's icy shore. 

Or burning near the line : 

Bold Jack, with smiles, &c. 

If to engage they give the word. 

To quarters aU repair ; 
While splinter'd masts go by the board. 

And shot sing through the air : 

Bold Jack, with smiles, &c. 

M m 2 
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d'eauz, to diaplay the rainbow hues of fancy, or drains it to orerflow the neighbouring 
plains and fertilise the fields of reflection. This is but natural. Women in their 
writings are beset with doubts, and hampered with difHcuItiea, and dare not take a 
decisive step, any more than in real life. Neither are women taught to give way 
to, or express, their passions, but to do all they can to suppress and conceal them. 
A tragic author must speak out ; — a woman is sworn to secresy and silence. Action 
and passion (both of them forbidden ground) being then the chief ingredients of 
tragedy, a female author in attempting it must be hard beset. Nay, fisrther, women 
are generally taught not only not to harbour or give utterance to the fiercer passions 
in their own breasts, but not to witness the outward signs of them, or sympathise 
with their inward workings in others. They turn from the subject with shrinking 
sensitiveness, and consider whatever shocks their delicacy as a crime. This reserve 
and caution is an excellent discipline of manners and virtue,— but a bad school for 
imagination and passion. Is it to be wondered at that we find in these plays, by one 
inured fhmi her childhood to the severest lessons of prudence and propriety, instances 
of refinement verging on imbecility, and of casuistry substituted for the unvarnished 
truth of nature I 
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BAILLIE. 

TO A CHILD. 

Whobb imp art thou, with dimpled cheek. 
And curly pate, and merry eye. 

And arm and shoulders round and sleek. 
And soft and fair, thou urchin sly ? 

What boots it, who, with sweet caresses. 
First called thee his, or squire or hind ? 

For thou in every wight that passes. 
Dost now a friendly playmate find« 
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Thy downcast glances, — grave, bat conning. 

As fringed eyelids rise and fall ; 
Thy shyness swiMy from me running, — 

Tis infantine coquetry all ! 

But hr a-field thou hast not flown. 

With mocks and threats, half lisped, half spoken ; 
I feel thee pulling at my gown, — 

Of right good will thy simple token. 

And thou must laugh, and wrestle too, 
A mimic warfare with me waging ! 

To make, as wUy lovers do. 

Thy after kindness more engaging ! 

The wilding rose — sweet as thyself — 
And new-cropt daisies are thy treasure ; 

I'd gladly part with worldly pelf. 
To taste again thy youtMcd pleasure. 

But yet, for all thy merry look. 

Thy frisks and wiles, the time is coming. 

When thou shalt sit in cheerless nook. 
The weary spell or hornbook thumbing. 

Well, let it be ! Through weal and woe. 
Thou know'st not now thy future range ; 

Life is a motley shifting show, — 

And thou a thing of hope and change. 



THE KITTEN. 



Wanton drole, whose harmless play 

Beguiles the rustic's closing day. 

When drawn the evening fire about. 

Sit aged Crone and thoughtless Lout, 

And child upon his three-foot stool. 

Waiting till his supper cool ; 

And maid, whose cheek outblooms the rose. 

As bright the blazing faggot glows. 

Who, bending to the friendly light. 

Flies her task with busy sleight : 

Come, shew thy tricks and sportive graces 

Thus circled round with merry faces. 

Backward coiled, and crouching low. 
With glaring eye-balls watch thy foe, 
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The housewife's spindle whirling round. 
Or thread, or straw, that on the ground 
Its shadow throws, by urchin sly 
Held out to lure thy roving eye ; 
Then, onward stealing, fiercely spring 
Upon the futile, faithless thing. 
Now, wheeling round, with bootless skill. 
Thy bo-peep tail provokes thee still. 
As oft beyond thy curving side 
Its jetty tip is seen to glide ; 
Till, from thy centre starting far. 
Thou sidelong rear'st, with tail in air. 
Erected stiff, and gait awry, 
Like Madam in her tantrums high ; 
Though ne'er a Madam of them all. 
Whose silken kirtle sweeps the hall. 
More varied trick and whim displays. 
To catch the admiring stranger's gaze. 
Doth power in measured verses dwell. 
All thy vagaries wild to tell ? 
Ah no ! the start, the jet, the bound. 
The giddy scamper round and round, 
With leap, and jerk, and high curvet. 
And many a whirling somerset, 
(Permitted be the modem Muse 
Expression technical to use,) 
These mock the deftliest rhymester's dtill. 
But poor in art, though lich in will^ 

The nimblest tumbler, stage-bedight. 
To thee is but a clumsy wight. 
Who every hmb and sinew strains 
To do what costs thee little pains. 
For which, I trow, the gaping crowd 
Requites him oft with plaudits loud. 
But, stopped the while thy wanton play. 
Applauses too, thy feats repay : 
For then, beneath some urchm's hand, 
With modest pride thou takest thy stand. 
While many a stroke of fondness glides 
Along thy back and tabby sides ; 
Dilated swells thy glossy fur. 
And loudly sings thy busy pur, — 
As, timing well the equal sound, 
Thy clutching feet bepat the ground. 
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And all their harmless claws disclose. 
Like prickles of an early rose ; 
While sofdy from thy whiskered cheek 
Thy half-closed eyes peer mild and meek. 

But not alone, by cottage fire. 
Do rustics rude thy tricks admire ; 
The learned sage, whose thoughts explore 
The widest range of human lore. 
Or, with unfettered fancy, fly 
Through airy heights of poesy. 
Pausing, smiles, with altered air. 
To see thee climb his elbow chair ; 
Or, struggling on the mat below. 
Hold warfare with his slippered toe. 
The widowed dame, or lonely maid. 
Who in the still, but cheerless shade 
Of home unsocial, spends her age. 
And rarely turns a lettered page ; 
Upon her hearth for thee lets fall 
The rounded cork, or paper ball ; 
Nor chides thee on thy wicked watch 
The ends of ravelled skein to catch, — 
But lets thee have thy wa3rward will. 
Perplexing oft her sober skill. 
Even he, whose mind of gloomy bent. 
In lonely tower or prison pent. 
Reviews the wit of former dayv. 
And loathes the world and all its ways ; 
What time the lamp's unsteady gleam 
Doth rouse him from his moody dream. 
Feels, as thou gambol'st round his seat. 
His heart with pride less fiercely beat. 
And smiles, a Imk in thee to find. 
That joins him still to living kind« 

Whence hast thou, then, thou witless puss. 
The magic power to charm us thus ? 
Is it, that in thy glaring eye 
And rapid movements, we descry. 
While we at ease, secure from ill. 
The chimney-comer snugly fill, 
A lion, darting on the prey ? 
A tiger, at his ruthless play ? 
Or, is it, that in thee wc trace, 
With all thy varied wanton grace. 
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An emblem, viewed with kindred eye. 
Of tricksy, restless infancy ? 
Ah ! many a lightly-sportive child. 
Who hath, like thee, our wits beguiled. 
To dull and sober manhood grown. 
With strange recoil oar hearts disown. 
Even so, poor Kit ! must thou endure. 
When thou becomest a cat demure. 
Full many a cuff and angry word. 
Chid roughly from the tempting board. 
And yet, for that thou hast, I ween. 
So oft our favoured playmate been. 
Soft be the change which thou shalt prove. 
When time hath spoiled thee of our love ; 
Still be thou deemed, by housewife fat, 
A comely, careful, mousing cat, — 
Whose dish is, for the public good. 
Replenished oft with savoury food. 

Nor, when thy span of life be past. 
Be thou to pond or dunghill cast ; 
But gently borne on good man's spade. 
Beneath the decent sod be laid ; 
And children show, with glistening eyes. 
The place where poor old Pussy lies. 



WBLCOMB BAT AND OWLET GRAY. 

O WELCOME bat and owlet gray. 
Thus winging lone your airy way ; 
And welcome moth and drowsy fly. 
That to mine ear come humming by ; 
And welcome shadows long and deep. 
And stars that from the pale sky peep ! 
O welcome all ! to me ye say. 
My woodland love is on her way. 

Upon the soft wind floats her hair, 
Hei^ breath is in the dewy air. 
Her steps are in the whisper'd sound 
That steals along the stilly ground. 
O dawn of day, in rosy bower. 
What art thou in this witching hour ! 
O noon of day, in sunshine bright. 
What art thou to the fall of night ! 
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Alvkbd TxKHTfov U, we undentand, the son of a dergyman residing in lineotn- 
■hire : he was educated at Trinity CoUege, Cambridge, where he took hiB degree. He 
hae a brother, Charles, who has published a rolnme of graceftil and beautiftil *• Son- 
nets i** and another brother, Frederick, is said to possess considerable poetical powen. 
Their two sisters, also, are, we are told, distinguished by rare abilities. Their home is 
likened by a correspondent to " a nest of nightingales." Mr. Hunt, who has favoured 
us with some remarks upon the poetiy of AlAred Tennjvon, states, that ** he is of the 
school of Keats; that is to say, it is dilBcftlt not to see that KeaU has been a great 
deal in his thoughts ; and that he delights in the same brooding over his sensations— 
and the same melodious enjoyment of their expression. In his desire to communicate 
this music, he goes so far as to accent the final syllables in hJs participies passive,— as 
ploKhM, crowned, purple-spikM, &c.,— with visible printers' marks, which subjects 
him, but erroneously, to a charge of pedantry; though it is a nicety not complimentary 
to the reader, and of which he may as well get rid. Much, however, as he reminds us 
of Keats, his genius is his own : he would have written poetiy had his precursor written 
none; and he has, also, a vein of metaphysical subtlety, in which the other did not in- 
dulge, as may be seen by his verses entitled, ' A Character,' those * On the confes- 
sions of a Sensitive Mind,' and numerous others. He is, also, a great lover of a cer- 
tain home kind of landscape, which he delights to paint with a minuteness that, in 
the ' Moated Orange,' becomes affecting, and, in the ' Miller's Dau^ter,' would re- 
mind lu of the Dutch school if it were not mixed up with the same deep feeling, though 
varied with a pleasant Joviality. Mr. Tennyson has yet given no such evidence of sus- 
tained and broad power as that of ' Hyperion,' nor even of such gentler narrative as 
the ' Eve of St. Agnes,' and the poems of ' Lamia,' and ' Isabella,' but the materials 
of the noblest poetry are abundant in him." Hitherto he has but tried the strength 
of his wings ; he is, no doubt, preparing for a more daring flight than he has yet 
ventured. There are, it is certain, many and glaring faults in his poems : he seems, by 
his fluent repetitions of them, to consider as beauties things which are unquestion- 
ably blemishes. His veneration for the old Poets, and his love for those among his 
contemporaries who have based their style upon them, have led him to adopt the pue- 
rilities in which the age of Elisabeth was fertile : he fk^cpiently mistakes affectation 
for simplicity, and occasionally fancies that to be natural which borders upon bur- 
lesque. Thus, several of the most beautiful of his compositions are marred by some 
jarring word or conceit. In one of the sweetest of them all,—** the Miller's Daughter," 
and in one of the most exquisite stanzas of it, we find an example : — 
« Look throu^ mine cretvlth thine. TVue vlfe. 

Hound my true heart thine uma entwine ; 

My other deuvr IHb In life, 

Look through mj rery wul with thine. 

Untouched with any ahade of yean. 

May thoM kind eye* for ever dweU t 

They have not ahed a mamt tears. 

Dear eyes ! since fint I knew them welL** 
Such faults are by no means rare among the poems of Mr. Tennyson. We need, how- 
ever, but refer to our extracts for proof that his beauties are striking and numerous ; 
and that a little more care would render them exquisitely perfect. We cannot but 
agree with Mr. Hunt, that " the materials of the noblest poetry are abundant in him ;" 
they will become useless, if neglected. 

Mr. Tennyson has published two volumes ; and the last is not the best. Our extracts 
are, with but one exception, nude from the former. It is to be regretted that the repu- 
tation which this work obtained for him did not induce him to write with a higher 
object than that of amusing and gratiiying the reader, by a collection of brief and com- 
paratively unimportant poems ; or that until he had succeeded in producing something 
more worthy of his genius, he did not abstain f^om appearing a second time before the 
public. The world will look with anxiety to the next ; it will decide the point which 
is still undecided — whether another great Poet is to be added to the long list which the 
present century has supplied to us, or whether the industry and energy of the author 
of *' Poems, chiefly Lyrical," are not equal to his delicacy and imagination. His com- 
positions are, undoubtedly, brilliant and beautiful : their merit is sufllcient to Justify 
the praise he has received ; and it is only because he has aflbrded ample proof of his 
capacity to do better, that we lament he has not yet flilfilied the earliest promise of 
his genius. 
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BUONAPARTE. 



He thought to quell the stuhbom hearts of oak. 
Madman ! — to chain with chains, and bind with bands 
That island queen that sways the floods and lands 
From Ind to Ind, but in fair daylight woke. 
When from her wooden walls, lit by sure hands. 
With thunders, and with lightnings, and with smoke. 
Peal after peal, the British battle broke. 
Lulling the brine against the Coptic sands. 
We taught him lowlier moods, when Elsinore 
Heard the war moan along the distant sea. 
Rocking with shattered spars, with sudden fires 
Flamed over : at Trafalgar yet once more 
We taught him ; late he learned humihty. 
Perforce, like those whom G^ideon schooled with briars. 
N n 2 
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MARIANA. 



With blackest moss the flower plots 
Were thickly crusted, one and all ; 
The rusted nails fell from the knots 

That held the peach to the garden wall. 
The broken sheds looked sad and strange, 
Unlifted was the clinking latch. 
Weeded and worn the ancient thatch 
Upon the lonely moated grange. 

She only said, ** My life is dreary. 

He Cometh not," she said ; 
She said, " I am aweary, aweary, — 
I would that I were dead !" 

Her tears fell with the dews at even, 

Her tears fell ere the dews were dried ; 
She could not look on the sweet heaven. 

Either at mom or eventide. 
After the flitting of the bats, 

When thickest dark did trance the sky. 
She drew her casement curtain by. 
And glanced athwart the glooming flats. 
She only said, " The night is dreary. 

He Cometh not," she said ; 
She said, " I am aweary; aweary, 
I would that I were dead !" 

Upon the middle of the night. 

Waking, she heard the night fowl crow : 
The cock sung out an hour ere light ; 

From the dark fen the oxen's low 
Came to her : without hope of change^ 
In sleep she seemed to walk forlorn. 
Till cold winds woke the grey-eyed mom 
About the lonely moated grange. 

She only said, " The day is dreary. 

He Cometh not,*' she said ; 
She said, " I am aweary, aweary, 
1 would that I were dead I" 
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About a stone-cast from the wall, 

A sluice with blackened waters slept. 
And o*er it many, round and small, 
Tlie clustered marishmosses crept. 
Hard by a poplar shook alway. 
All silver green with gnarled bark. 
For leagues no other tree did dark 
The level waste, the rounding grey. 
She only said, " My life is dreary. 

He cometh not," she said ; 
She said, " I am aweary, aweary, 
I would that I were dead !" 

And ever when the moon was low. 

And the shrill winds were up an' away, 
In the white curtain, to and fro. 

She saw the gusty shadow sway. 
Bat when the moon was very low. 

And wild winds bound within their cell. 
The shadow of the poplar fell 
Upon her bed, across her brow. 

She only said, " The night is dreary. 

He cometh not," she said ; 
She said, " I am aweary, aweary, 
I would that I were dead !'* 

All day within the dreamy house. 

The doors upon their hinges creaked ; 
The blue fly sung i' the pane ; the mouse 

Behind the mouldering wainscot shrieked. 
Or from the crevice peered about. 

Old faces glimmered through the doors. 
Old footsteps trod the upper floors. 
Old voices cidled her from without. 
She only said, " My life is dreary, 

He cometh not," she said ; 
She said, " I am aweary, aweary, 
I would that I were dead !" 

The sparrow's chirrup on the roc^. 
The slow clock ticking, and the sound 

Which to the wooing wind aloof 
The poplar rnade^ did all confound 
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Her sense ; but most she loathed the hour 
When the thick moted sunbeam lay 
Athwart the chambers, and the day 
Down-sloped was westering in his bower. 
Then, said she, " I am very dreary, 

He will not come," she said ; 

She wept, " I am aweary, aweary. 

Oh, God, that I were dead !" 



THB MERMAN. 

Who would be 
A merman bold. 

Sitting alone. 

Singing alone 

Under the sea. 
With a crown of gold. 

On a throne ? 

I would be a merman bold ; 
I would sit and sing the whole of the day ; 
I would fill the sea-halls with a voice of power : 
But at night I would roam abroad and play 
With the mermaids in and out of the rocks, — 
Dressing their hair with the white sea-fiower. 
And, holding them back by their flowing locks, 
I would kiss them often under the sea. 
And kiss them again till they kissed me 

Laughingly, laughingly ; 
And then we would wander away, away. 
To the pale green sea-groves straight and high. 

Chasing each other merrily. 

There would be neither moon nor star ; 

But the wave would make music above us feu* ; 

Low thunder and light in the magic night, — 

Neither moon nor star. 
We would call aloud in the dreamy deUs, 
CaU to each other, and whoop and cry 

All night, merrily, merrUy : 
They would pelt me with starry spangles and shells. 
Laughing and clapping their hands between. 

All night, merrily, merrily ; 
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But I would throw to them back in mine 
Turkis, and agate, and almondine ; 
Then, leaping out upon them unseen, 
I would kiss them often under the sea. 
And kiss them again till they kissed me 

Laughingly, laughingly. 
Oh ! what a happy life were mine 
Under the hoUow-hung ocean green ! 
Soft are the moss-beds under the sea ; 
We would live merrily, merrily. 



THE M£RMA1D. 



Who would be 
A mermaid fair. 
Singing alone. 
Combing her hair 
Under the sea. 
In a golden curl. 
With a comb of pearl. 
On a throne ? 

I would be a mermaid fair ; 
I would sing to myself the whole of the day ; 
With a comb of pearl I would comb my hair ; 
And still as I combed I would sing and say, 
" Who is it loves me ? who loves not me ?" 
I would comb my hair till my ringlets would fiedl. 

Low adown, low adown. 
From under my starry sea-bud crown. 

Low adown and around. 
And I should look tike a fountain of gold 

Springing alone, 

With a shriU inner sound. 

Over the throne 

In the midst of the hall ; 
Till that great sea-snake under the sea. 
From his coiled sleeps in the central deeps. 
Would slowly trail himself sevenfold 
Rotmd the hall where I sate, and look in at the gate, 
With his large calm eyes for the love of me. 
And all the mermen under the sea 
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Would fed their immortality 

Die in their hearts for the love of me. 

Bat at night I would wander away, away» 

I would fling on each side my low flowing locks ; 
And lightly vaiilt from the throne and play 

With the mermen in and oat of the rocks ; 
We woald ran to and fro, and hide and seek 

On the broad seawolds i' the crimson shells. 
Whose silvery spikes are nighest the sea. 
Bat if any came near I woald caU, and shriek. 
And adown the steep like a wave I woald leap. 

From the diamond ledges that jut from the dells : 
For I would not be kiss'd by all who list. 
Of the bold merry mermen under the sea ; 
They would sue me, and woo me, and flatter me. 
In the purple twilights under the sea ; 
But the king of them all would carry me. 
Woo me, and win me, and marry me. 
In the branching jaspers under Uie sea ; 
Then all the dry pied things that be 
In the hueless mosses under the sea. 
Would curl round my silver feet silently. 
All looking up for the love of me. 
And if I should carol aloud, from aloft 
All things that are forked, and homed, and hoft 
Would lean out from the hollow sphere of the sea. 
All looking down for the love of me. 



AiRT, £Eury Lilian, 

Flitting, fairy lilian. 
When I ask her if she love me. 
Claps her tiny hands above me. 

Laughing all she can ; 
Shell not tell me if she love me. 

Cruel little Lilian. 



When my passion seeks 

Fleasance in love- sighs. 
She, looking through and through me. 
Thoroughly to undo me. 

Smiling, never speaks : 
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So iDDOcent-arch, so cimiiing-aimple» 
From beneath her parfied wimple. 

Glancing with black-beaded eyes 
Till the lightning laughters dimple 

The baby roses in her cheeks, 

Then away she flies. 

Prythee weep. May Lilian ! 
Gaiety without eclipse 

Wearieth me. May Lilian ; 
Through my very heart it thrilleth 

When from crimson threaded lips 
Silver treble laughter trilleth ; 

Prythee weep. May Lilian. 

Praying all I can. 
If prayers will not hush thee, 

Airy Lilian, 
Like a rose-leaf I will crush thee. 

Fairy Lilian. 



LOVE AND DEATH. 

What time the mighty moon was gathering light 

Love paced the thymy plots of Paradise, 

And sdl about him rolled his lustrous eyes ; 

When, turning round a casia, full in view. 

Death, walking all alone beneath a yew, 

And talking to himself, first met his sight : 

You must begone," said Death, " these walks are mine." 

Love wept, and spread his sheeny vans for flight ; 

Yet, ere he parted, said, " This hour is thine : 

Thou art the shadow of life, and as the tree 

Stands in the sun and shadows all beneath. 

So in the light of great eternity 

Life eminent creates the shade of death ; 

The shadow passeth when the tree shall fall, — 

But I shall reign for ever over all." 
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If AET HowiTT was boHi at Coleford, In 61mieett«nlili«, wbero lier parents wen 
making a temporazy residence ; but shortly alter her birth they returned to their 
aoeustomed abode at Uttoxeter, in StafTordshire, where she spent her youth. Tha 
beautiAil arcadian scenery of this part of Staifordshire was of a chaiacter to Ibster a 
deep love of the country ; and Is described with great accuracy in her recent prose woric, 
'* Wood Leighton.** By her mother she is descended ttom an ancient Iriah ftmily, and 
also tmn Wood, the ill-used Irish patentee, who was ruined by the selfish malignity of 
Dean Swift, — ^flrom whose aspersions his character was vindicated by Sir Isaac Newton. 
A true statement of the whole afiair may be seen in Rudlng's ** Annals of Coinage." 
Charles Wood, her grandfather, was the first who introduced platina into England ttom 
Jamaica, where he was assay-master. Her parents being strict members of the society 
of Friends, and her fkther being, indeed, of an old line who suflered perMcution in 
the early days of Quakerism, her education was of an exclusire cfaancter ; and her 
knowledge of books confined to those approved of by the moat strict of her own 
people, tiU a later period tlian most young persons become acquainted with them. 
Their eflect upon her mind was, consequently, so much the more vivid. Indeed, she 
describes her overwhidming astonishment and delight in the treasures of general and 
modem literature, to be like what Keats says his feelings were when a new world of 
poeUy opened upon him, through Chapman's *' Homer", — as to the astronomer, 



Among poetry there was none which made a stronger impression than onr simple old 
ballad, which she and a sister near her own age, and of similar taste and tempera- 
ment, used to revel in, making at the same time many young attempts in epic, dra- 
matic, and ballad poetry. In her twenty-flnt year she was married to William Howitt, 
a gentleman well calculated to encourage and promote her poetical and intellectual 
taste, — ^himself a Poet of considerable genius, and the author of various well-known 
works. We have reason to believe that her domestic life has been a singnlazly happy 
one. Mr. and Mrs. Howitt spent the year after their marriage in Staflbrdshire. They 
then removed to Nottingham, where they continued to reside till about twelve months 
ago; and are now living at Esher, in Surrey. 

Maiy Howitt published Jointly with her husband two volumes of poems, *' The 
Forest Minstrel," in 1833; and " The Desolation of Eyam, and Other Poems,** in 
18S7. In 1834, she published *' The Seven Temptations," a series of dramatic poems ; 
a work which, in other times, would have been alone sufficient to ha,ve made and 
secured a very high reputation : her dramas are ftill of keen perceptions, strong and 
accurate delineations, and powerAil displays of character. She Is now preparing for the 
press a collection of her most popular ballads, a daas of writing in which she greatly 
excels all her contemporaries ; many of them are favourably known to the public through 
the periodicals in whfch, at various times, they have appeared. She is also well known 
to the young by her " Sketches of Natural History," ** Tsles in Verse," and other pro- 
ductions written expressly for their use and pleasure. 

Mrs. Howitt is distinguished by the mild, unafiliscted, and condliatoxy manners, Ibr 
which *' the people called Quakers" have always been remarkable. Her writings, too, 
are in keeping with her character : in aU there is evidence of peace and good will ; a 
tender and a trusting nature ; a gentle sympathy with humanity ; and a deep and fer- 
vent love of all the beautiful works which the Great Hand has scattered ao plentilVilly 
before those by whom they can be felt and appreciated. She has mixed but little with 
the world: the home-duties of wife and mother have been to her productive of more 
pleasant and far happier results than struggles for distinction amid crowds ; she has 
made her reputation quietly but securely; and has laboured suooessftally as well as ear- 
nestly to inculcate virtue as the noblest attribute of an En^ish woman. If there be some 
of her contemporaries who have surpassed her in the higher qualities of poetry, some 
who have soared higher, and others who have taken a wider range, — there are none whose 
writings are better calculated to delight as well as inform. Her poems are always grace- 
ful and beautiful, and often vigorous ; but they are essentially feminine : they aSbrd evi- 
dence of a kindly and generous nature, as well as of a fertOe imagination, and a safely- 
cultivated mind. She is entitled to a high place among the Poets of Great Britain ; and 
a still higher among those of her sex by whom the InteUectual rank of woman haa been 
asserted without presumption, and maintainsd without display. 
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Thbrb was an old and quiet man» 
And by the fire sate he ; 
' And now," he said, " to you I'll tell 
A dismal thing, which once befel 
In a ship upon the sea. 

' 'Tis five-and-fifty years gone by. 

Since, from the river Plate, 
A young man, in a home-bound ship, 
•I sailed as second mate. 

She was a trim, stout-timbered ship. 

And built for stormy seas, 
A lovely thing on the wave was she. 
With her canvass set so gallantly 
Before a steady breeze, 
oo 2 
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" For forty days, like a winged thing. 
She went before the gale. 
Nor all that time we slackened speed, 
Tum'd helm, or alter'd sail. 

" She was a laden argosy 

Of wealth from tiie Spanish main. 
And the treasure hoards of a Portuguese - 
Returning home again. 

" An old and silent man was he. 

And his face was yellow and lean ; 
In the golden lands of Mexico 
A miner he had been. 

" His body was wasted, bent, and bowed 
And amid his gold he lay ; 
Amid iron chests that were bound with brass 
And he watched them night and day. 

" No word he spoke to any on board, 
And his step was heavy and slow ; 
And all men deemed that an evil life 
He had led in Mexico. 

" But list ye me— on the lone high seas. 
As the ship went smoothly on. 
It chanced, in the silent, second watch, 

I sate on the deck alone ; 
And I heard, from among Uiose iron chests, 
A sound like a dying groan. 

" I started to my feet, and, lo ! 
The captain stood by me ; 
And he bore a body in his arms. 
And dropped it in the sea. 

" I heard it drop into the sea. 

With a heavy, splashing sound. 
And I saw the captain's bloody hands 

As he quickly turned him round ; 
And he drew in his breath when me he saw 
Like one convulsed, whom the withering awe 

Of a spectre doth astound. 



Digiti 



ized by Google 



HOWITT. 285 

" But T saw his white and palsied lips. 
And the stare of his ghastly eye. 
When he turned in hurried haste away, — 

Yet he had no power to fly ; 
He was chained to the deck with his heavy guilt. 
And the blood that was not dry. 

" ' Twas a cursed thing/ said I, ' to kill 
That old man in his sleep ! 
And the plagues of the storm will come from him. 
Ten thousand fietthoms deep ! 

" ' And the plagues of the storm will follow us. 
For Heaven his groans hath heard !' 
Still the captain's eye was fixed on me, — 
But he answer'd never a word. 

" And he slowly lifted his- bloody hand. 
His aching eyes to shade ; 
But the blood that was wet did freeze his soul. 
And he shrinked like one afraid. 

•' And even then — ^that very hour 

The wind dropped, and a spell 

Was on the ship, — ^was on the sea ; 

And we lay for weeks, how wearily. 

Where the old man's body fell. 

'* I told no one within the ship 
That horrid deed of sin ; 
For I saw the hand of God at work. 
And punishment begin. 

" And when they spoke of the murdered man. 
And the El Dorado hoard. 
They all surmised he had walked in dreams. 
And had ^edlen overboard. 

" But I, alone, and the murderer. 
That dreadful thing did know. 
How he lay in his sin — a murdered man, 
A thousand fathom low. 
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" And many days, and many more 
Came on, and lagging sped ; 
And the heavy waves of that sleeping sea 
Were dark, like molten lead. 

" And not a breeze came, east or west. 
And burning was the sky ; 
And stifling was each breath we drew 
Of the air so hot and dry. 

" Oh me ! there was a smell of death 
Hung round us night and day ; 
And I dared not look in the sea below 
Where the old man's body lay. 

*' In his cabin, alone, the captain kept. 
And he bolted fast the door ; 
And up and down the sailors walked, 
And wish'd that the calm was o'er. 

" The captain's son was on board with us, — 
A fair child, seven years old. 
With a merry look, that all men loved, 
And a spirit kind and bold. 

" I loved the child, — and I took his hand. 
And made him kneel, and pray 
That the crime, for which the calm was sent. 
Might be purged clean away. 

" For I thought that God would hear his prayer. 
And set the vessel free ; 
For a dreadful thing it was to lie 
Upon that chamd sea. 

" Yet I told him not wherefore he prayed, — 
Nor why the calm was sent ; 
I would not give that knowledge dark 
To a soul so innocent. 

" At length I saw a little cloud 
Arise in that sky of flame ; 
A little cloud, — ^but it grew, and grew* 
And blackened as it came» 
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" And we saw the sea beneath its track 
Grow dark as the frowning sky ; 
And water-spouts, with a rushing sound. 
Like giants, passed us by. 

" And all around, 'twixt sky and sea, 
A hollow ¥dnd did blow ; 
And the waves were heaved from the ocean depths. 
And the ship rocked to and fro. 

" I knew it was that fierce death calm 
Its horrid hold undoing ; 
And I saw the plagues of wind and storm 
Their missioned work pursuing, 

" There was a yell in the gathering winds, 
A groan in the heaving sea ; 
And the captain rushed from the hold below. 
But he durst not look on me. 

" He seized each rope with a madman's haste. 
And he set the helm to go ; 
And every sail he crowded on 
As the furious winds did blow. 

" And away they went, like autuom leaves 
Before the tempest's rout ; 
And the naked masts with a crash came down. 
And the wild ship tossed about. 

" The men to spars and splintered boards 
Clung, till their strength was gone ; 
And I saw them from their feeble hold 
Washed over, one by one. 

" And 'mid the creaking timber's din. 
And the roaring of the sea, 
I heard the dismal, drowning cries. 
Of their last agony. 

" There was a curse in the wind that blew, — 
A curse in the boiling wave ; 
And the captain knew that vengeance came 
From the old man's ocean grave. 
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" And I heard him say, as he sate apart. 
In a hollow Yoice and low» 
' 'Tis a cry of hlood doth follow as. 
And still doth plagae as so !' 

" And then those heavy iron chests. 
With desperate strength took he. 
And ten of the strongest mariners 
Did cast them into the sea. 

" And oat from the hottom of the sea. 

There came a hollow groan ; 
The captain hy the gonwale stood. 

And he looked like icy stone, — 
And he drew in his hreath with a gasping sob. 

And a spasm of death came on. 

" And a furious boiling wave rose up. 
With a rashing, thundering roar ; 
I saw the captain fell to the deck, — 
But I never saw him more. 

" Two days before, when the storm began, 
We were forty men and five ; 
But ere the middle of that night 
There were but two alive. 

" The child and I, we were but two. 
And he clung to me in fear ; 
Oh ! it was pitiful to see 
That meek child in his misery. 
And his little prayers to hear ! 

" At length, as if his prayers were heard, 

Twas calmer, — and anon 
The clear sun shone, and warm and low« 
A steady wind from the west did blow. 

And drove us gently on. 

" And on we drove, and on we drove, 
lliat fair young child and I ; 
But his heart was as a man's ip strength. 
And he uttered not a cry. 
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" There wag no bread within the wreck. 

And water we had none ; 
Yet he marmured not, and cheered me 

When my last hopes were gone : 
But I saw him waste, and waste away. 

And his rosy cheek grow wan. 

" Still on we drove, I knew not where. 
For many nights and days ; 
We were too weak to raise a sail, 
Had there been one to raise. 

" Still on we went, as the west wind drove. 
On, on, o'er the pathless tide ; 
And I lay in a sleep, 'twixt life and death. 
And the child was at my side. 

" And it chanced, as we were drifting on 

Amid the g^eat South Sea, 
An English vessel passed us by. 

That was sailing cheerily ; 
Unheard by me, tibat vessel hailed 

And asked what we might be. 

" The young child at the cheer rose up. 
And gave an answering word, — 
And they drew him from the drifting wreck 
As light as is a bird. 

** They took him gently in their arms. 
And put again to sea : 
' Not yet ! not yet !' he feebly cried, 
' There was a man with me.' 

'* Again unto the wreck they came. 
Where, like one dead, I lay. 
And a ship-boy small had strength enough 
To carry me away. 

'' Oh, joy it was when sense returned. 
That fair, warm ship to see ; 
And to hear the child within his bed 
Speak pleasant words to me I 
pp 



Digiti 



ized by Google 



290 HOWITT. 

** I thought at first that we had died. 
And all our pains were o'er, 
And in a hlessed ship of Heaven 
Were sailing to its shore. 

" Bat they were human forms that knelt 
Beside our bed to pray ; 
And men, with hearts most mercifol. 
Did watch us night and day. 

" Twas a dismal tale I had to tell. 
Of wreck and wild distress ; 
But, even then, I told to none 
The captain's wickedness. 

" For I loved the boy, and I could not doad 
His soul with a sense of shame ; 
Twere an evil thing, thought I, to blast 

A sinless orphan's name ! 
So he grew to be a man of wealth, 
And of honourable fame. 
» 
" And in after years when he had ships, 
I sailed with him the sea, — 
And in all the sorrow of my life 

He was a son to me ; 
And God hath blessed him every where 
With a great prosperity." 



MOUNTAIN CHILDREN. 



DwBLLKRS by lake and hill ! 
Merry companions of the bird and bee ! 

Go gladly forth and drink of joy your fill. 
With unconstrain^ step and spirit free ! 

No crowd impedes your way. 
No city, wall proscribes your furtiier bounds ; 

Where the wild flock can wander, ye may stray 
The long day through, 'mid summer sights and sounds. 
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The sunshine and the flowers. 
And the old trees that cast a solemn shade ; 

The pleasant evening, — ^the fresh, dewy hours. 
And the green hills whereon your fathers play*d : 

The grey and ancient peaks* 
Round which the silent clouds hang day and night ; 

And the low voice of water, as it makes. 
Like a glad creature, murmurings of delight. 

These are your joys ! Go forth, — 
Give your hearts up unto their mighty power ; 

For in His spirit God has clothed the earth. 
And speaketh solemnly from tree and flower. 

The voice of hidden rills 
Its quiet way into your spirits finds ; 

And awfully the everlasting hills 
Address you in their many-ton^ winds. 

Ye sit upon the earth 
Twining its flowers, and shouting, full of glee ; 

And a pure mighty influence, 'mid your mirth. 
Moulds your unconscious spirits silently. 

Hence is it that the lands 
Of storm and mountain have the noblest sons ; 

Whom the world reverences, — ^the patriot bands 
Were of the hills like you, ye little ones ! 

Children of pleasant song 
Are taught within the mountain solitudes ; 

For hoary legends to your Wilds belong. 
And yours are haunts where inspiration broods. 

Then go forth,— earth and sky 
To you are tributary ; joys are spread 

Profusely, like the summer flowers that lie 
In the green path, beneath your gamesome tread ! 
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Thomas K. Hbktbt wu tioni on the banks of the ilTer Cart, near the toiro of 
Paisley, in Scotland. He Is the oldest of his (kmily by his fiithei's second nani^e, 
and was taken to Manchester by his parents while yet an inftnt. In this town he re- 
sided msny years, and passed a portion of them in the ofllee of a solicitor there, as a 
preparatory step in his education for the bar : he was entered at one of the inns of 
court; but has not yet been ** celled;** baring been compelled, probably, like most 
literary men, to the sacrifloe of fVituze prospects to present necessities. 

Mr. Henrey obtained a considerable portion of his reputation by contribnting to ra- 
rlous periodlcsl woiks. A few years ago, he collected his poems into a Tolume, under 
the title of " the Poetical Sketch Book :** it consists chiefly of short pieces ; their merit 
has been largely acknowledged, —and, although his appearance among the Poets was 
at an unfisTourable period, his work has obtained considerable popularity. Mr. Herrey 
has also published the " Book of Christmas," a work which displays great industry and 
research ; a poem, the " Deyil's Progress," written after the model of the celebrated 
lines attributed to Southey and Coleridge; and the '* Illustrations of Modem Sculp- 
ture,** which are introduced hf an essay, giving a sketch of the history of that art fkom 
the earliest times. They were issued in numbers, but have recently been formed into 
a Tolume ; they contain the choicest specimens of the British school, and each is ac- 
companied by a poem from the pen of the Editor. We apprehend this publication was 
not suecessfyil ; and regret it. WhQe ereiy other class of art has prosp e red in this 
country, but little encouragement has been giren to sculpture. With two or three 
exceptions, its professors haTC been compelled to limit their chisels to " the making 
of busts ;** and where loftier attempts have been tried, they have been rarely pio- 
fltable. Mr. Herrey's Tolume was calculated to direct towards it the attentiom of 
wealthy patrons. It was produced in a manner creditable to aU parties ; and could 
not fail to impress upon the public a more just estimate of the genius of our artists. 
Hitherto, their pecuniary adrantages hare been for the most part derived fhrni the 
dead. The churches, and not the palaces, of England have been made the deposito- 
ries of their works. A few noblemen have indeed given " commissions," and the good 
Eari of Egremont has filled every nook of his galleries with them ; but eflbrts, either 
private or public, to render the art prosperous in this country, have been unh^pUy 
rare. 

The poetry of Mr. Hervey may not be of the highest order ; but among the minor 
Poets of England he must hold a foremost rank. His imagination is rich and vigour^ 
ous ; and his versification exceedingly easy and graoeflil. He has avoided the error 
into which so many of his contemporaries have lUlen, — the eflbrt to be effective by the 
sacrifice of nature, under the idea that the artificialities and afltetations of the old Poets 
were the secrets of their success, — forgetting that imitation is always perilous; and 
that it is fhr less easy to copy perfections than defects. Within the last twenty years, 
thousands of " Books of Poems" have issued firom the press. It would be difficult to 
find a dosen that have made their way beyond the friendly and indulgent circles of 
their respective authors. Yet half a century ago, a large ptoportion of them would 
have been received with fkvour, and have conferred repute. The public is jumaOj cor- 
rect in its Judgment : few recent poetical productions are addressed to the heart ; and 
the mere act of dealing with a subject in verse, although it may have the aid of know- 
ledge and fancy, is insufllcient to render a poem popular. It would, however, be easy 
to select from the numerous poetical productions to which we refer, and which have 
been consigned to unmerited oblivion, specimens of merit sufficient to form a valuable 
and interesting volimie ; and the Editor who undertakes such a task, will render good 
service to literature. That which Mr. Sergeant Talfourd describes as the '* freesing 
effect of the scientific spirit of the age," has had its depressing influence upon the best 
and greatest of our Poets : it has completely destroyed the ambitious hopes of those 
who were seeking after distinction. We trust, nevertheless, that a time wQl come 
when in poetry, as in art, some portion of celebri^ may be attained by all who de- 
serve it. 

If we must place Mr. Hervey somewhat below the great " makers," whose names 
precede his in this volume, we must class him considerably above the host of minor 
Poets, of whom our age has been so amazingly fertile. Some of his productiana, indeed, 
verge upon the higher standard ; and none of them are much beneath It. 
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Oh ! come at this hour, love ! the daylight is gone. 

And the heavens weep dew on the flowers ; 

And the spiritiof loneliness steals, with a moan. 

Through Uie shade of the eglantine bowers : 

For, the moon is asleep on her pillow of clouds. 

And her curtain is drawn in the sky ; 

And the gale, as it wantons along the young buds. 

Falls feint on the ear — ^like a sigh ! 

The summer-day sun is too gaudy and bright 

For a heart that has suffered like mine ; 

And, methinks, there were pain^ in the noon of its light, 

To a spirit so broken as thine ! 
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The birds, as they mingled their music of joy, 
And the roses that smiled in the beam. 
Would but tell us of feelings for ever gone by. 
And of hopes that have passed like a dream ! 

And the moonlight, — pale spirit ! would speak of the time 

When we wandered beneath its soft gleam. 

Along the green meadows, when life was in prime. 

And worshipped its face in the stream : 

When our hopes were as sweet, and our life-path as bright. 

And as cloudless, to fancy's young eye. 

As the star-spangled course of that phantom of light. 

Along the blue depths of the sky ! 

Then come in this hour, love ! when twilight has hung 

Its shadowy mantle around ; 

And no sound, save the murmurs that breathe from thy tongue. 

Or thy footfiaJl — scarce heard on the ground ! 

Shall steal on the silence, to waken a fear. 

When the sun that is gone, with its heat. 

Has left on the cheek of all nature a tear, — 

Then, hearts that are broken should meet ! 



t 



THB CONVICT SHIP. 

Morn on the waters ! — and, purple and bright. 

Bursts on the billows the flui^ing of light ! 

O'er the glad waves, like a child of the sun. 

See the tdl vessel goes gallantly on : 

Full to the breeze she unbosoms her sail. 

And her pennant streams onward, like hope, in the gale ! 

The winds come around her, in murmur and song. 

And the surges rejoice, as they bear her along ! 

Upward she points to the gulden- edged clouds. 

And the sailor sings gaily, aloft in the shrouds ! 

Onwards she glides, amid ripple and spray. 

Over the waters — away, and away. 

Bright as the visions of youth, ere they part. 

Passing away, like a dream of the heart ! 

Who — as the beautiful pageant sweeps by. 

Music around her, and sunshine on high — 

Pauses to think, amid glitter and glow. 

Oh ! there be hearts that are breaking, below ! 
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Night on the wayes ! — and the moon is on high. 
Hung, like a gem, on the hrow of the sky ; 
Treading its depths, in the power of her might. 
And turning the clouds, as they pass her, to light ! 
Look to the waters,— -asleep on tiieir breast. 
Seems not the ship like an island of rest ? 
Bright and alone on the shadowy main. 
Like a heart-cherished home on some desolate plain ! 
"Who — as she smiles in the silvery light. 
Spreading her wings on the bosom of night. 
Alone on the deep— as the moon in the sky, 
A phantom of beauty ! could deem, with a sigh. 
That so lovely a thing is the mansion of sin. 
And souls that are smitten lie bursting, within ! 
Who, as he watches her silently gliding. 
Remembers that wave after wave is dividing 
Bosoms that sorrow and guilt could not sever, — 
Hearts that are parted and broken for ever ! 
Or deems that he watches, afloat on the wave. 
The death-bed of hope, or the young spirit's grave ! 

lis thus with our life, while it passes along. 

Like a vessel at sea, amid sunshine and song ! 

Gaily we glide, in the gaze of the world. 

With streamers afloat, and with canvass unfurled ; 

All gladness and glory to wandering eyes, — 

Yet chartered by sorrow, and freighted with sighs ? 

Fading and fiedse is the aspect it wears. 

As the smiles we put on — just to cover our tears ; 

And the withering thoughts which the world cannot know. 

Like heart-broken exiles, lie burning below ; 

While the vessel drives on to that desolate shore 

Where the dreams of our childhood are vanished and o'er. 



I AM ALL ALONB. 



I AM all alone ! — and the visions that play 

Round life's young days, have passed away ; 

And the songs are hushed that gladness sings. 

And the hopes that I cherished have made tiiem wings ; 

And the light of my heart is dimmed and gone. 

And I sit in my sorrow^ — and all alone ! 
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And the forms which I fondly loved are flown* 
And friends have departed— one by one ; 
And memory sits whole lonely hours. 
And weaves her Wreath of hope's faded flowers. 
And weeps o'er the chaplet, when no one is near 
To gaze on her grief, or to chide her tear ! 

And the home of my childhood is distant feu*. 

And I walk in a land where strangers are ; 

And the looks that I meet, and the soonds that I hear. 

Are not light to my spirit, nor song to my ear ; 

And sunshine is round me, which I cannot see, 

And eyes that beam kindness, — ^but not for me ! 

And the song goes round, and the glowing smile, — 

But I am desolate all the while ! 

And faces are bright, and bosoms glad. 

And nothing, I think, but my heart is sad ! 

And I seem like a blight in a region of bloom. 

While I dwell in my own little circle of gloom ! 

I wander about, like a shadow of pain,. 

With a worm in my breast, and a spell on my brain ; 

And I list, with a start, to the gashing of gladness, — 

Oh ! how it grates on a bosom all sadness ! 

So I turn from a world where I never was known» 

To sit in my sorrow, — and all alone 1 



8HB 8LEBP8, THAT 8TILL AND PLACID 8LBBP. 

Shb sleeps — that still and placid sleep — 
For which the weary pant in vain ; 

And, where the dews of evening weep, 
I may not weep again ; 

Oh 1 never more upon her grave. 
Shall I behold the wild-flower wave ! 

They laid her where the sun and moon 
Look on her tomb, with loving eye. 

And I have heard the breeze of June 
Sweep o'er it — ^like a sigh ! 

And the wild river's wailing song 
Grow dirge-like, as it stole along ! 
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And I have dreamt, in many dreams. 

Of her who was a dream to me ; 
And talked to her, by summer streams. 

In crowds, and on the sea, — 
Till, in my soul she ^ew enshrined, 

A youn^ Egeria of the mind ! 

'Tis years ago ! — and other eyes 

Have flung their beauty o'er my youth ; 

And I have hung on other sighs. 
And sounds that seemed like truth ; 

And loved the music whidi they gave. 
Like that which perished in the grave. 

And I have left the cold and dead, 

To mingle with the living cold ; 
There is a weight around my head. 

My heart is growing old ; 
Oh ! for a refuge and a home. 

With thee, dead Ellen, in thy tomb ! 

Age sits upon my breast and brain, 

My spirit fttdes before its time ; 
But they are all thine own again. 

Lost partner of their prime ! 
And thou art dearer, in thy shroud. 

Than all the felse and living crowd ! 

Rise, gentle vision of the hours. 

Which go — ^like birds that come not back ! 
And fling thy pale and funeral flowers 

On memory's wasted track ! 
Oh ! for the wings that made thee blest, 

To •* flee away, and be at rest!" 
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TaoMAi HATWCtf Baylt wm boni In the city of Bath. Hit family oonnexiom are 
good ; hii patenial grandmother was the ilater of Lord Delamer, and Sir Geoige 
Thomaa, Bart., was hit maternal grandfiuher. He !■ related to the preeent Bui of 
Stamftard and Warrington, the Earl of Emll, and Sir George Thomas. His principal 
amusement at ten year* of age was writing Terses and dramas ; and being an only 
child, and his mother having a considerable fortune, he r^ected all piofeeslonal pur- 
suits, and cultiTated the talents which had so early developed themselTes. In 1816, 
he married Helena Becher Hayes, a near relation of Sir William Becher, Bart., and 
shortly afterwards retired to a oottage en the Sussex coast: but in 1831, an atanoet 
overwhelming misfortune befel him. His fiuher, from some unexplained cause, be- 
came embanassed, and left the country ; and the income settled upon Haynes Bayly 
at his marriage, has never since been paid. Literature, which had hitherto been his 
amusement, now became essential to his comfort. If his songs were collected, they 
would mi many large volumes. He is also the author of several dramas, — '* Perfec- 
tion,'* ** Sold for a Song," the " Witness,** and some others have not only been suc- 
oessfhl In the metropolis, but have been acted in almost every theatre in the kingdom. 
He has been an extensive contributor of prose essays and stories to many of the 
periodical works; and may be placed among the men of talent who are also men of 
industry. 

The songs of Mr. Bayly have attained a popularity almost without precedent In our 
time. With the exception of Moore, no living writer has been so eageriy sought after 
by musical composers; his words have become familiar under almost every roof in 
the kingdom : and it would be difficult to pass through a street of the metropolis, or of 
any of the provincial towns, without finding some of them the stock in trade of the 
ballad-singer. Such large and unqualified success could have been achieved only by 
a man of considerable skill and ability; and, although attempts have been made 
to show that the poetry of Haynes Bayly is meretricious, the fhct that it Is univer- 
sally admired and enjoyed by the public, is a proof of its merit which a volume of ob- 
jecting criticism cannot destroy. The secret of his success^if secret it can be csUed— Is 
that in all his writings he li « atukal : his songs make their way to the heart ; they are 
understood and appreciated by the unlearned ; they speak the thoughts and describe 
the feelings of the great mass of mankind, who have no idea of relating their woes and 
pleasures in splendid diction, or delicately turned sentences. He is tender, as well as 
natural ; and graoeftil, as well as smooth : his lines run " glibly" on ; and the memory 
easily receives and retains them. If tried by a severe standard, Mr. Bayly csnnot 
be ranked among the higher and more enduring Poets of Great Britain : he has essayed 
nothing of any length ; many hundred songs have, we believe, been written by him ; 
but none of them have a more ambitious ol^eet than to produce gratification by the 
expression of some simple sentiment in pleasing verse ; and perhaps a bolder attempt 
would be a failure. If, however, to have greatly and generally succeeded In a dass of 
composition, by no means of small value, entitles him to a distinguished place among 
the Poets of his country, Mr. Bayly may fearlessly claim It. He has not only excelled 
In producing strains of deep feeling and fine sentiment, — ^In some of his poems there 
Is a vein of arch plsyftilness and pointed humour that would have secured for him a 
reputation, had his verses never been associated with music. It is, however, impos- 
sible to deny that much of his fisme has arisen firom this association : he has thus, 
fortunately, obtained the means of introduction where perhaps it would have been 
impossible for him otherwise to have been known ; but his merit as a writer must have 
been perceived without such co-operation ; with it. It has been effective to a degne 
almost luparalleled : so universally, indeed, are the songs of Haynes Bayly heard in the 
metropolis— in iU drawing-rooms and its streets— that the ear has become absolutely 
surfeited with them ; he has had to endure the dangerous consequences of too much 
popularity. 

It will be well If Poets of stronger mind and richer fancy wHl inquire how it Is that 
the poems of Haynes Bayly have obtained such general favour : the inquiry may tempt 
them to write below rather than above the standard of excellence, when they design 
to address themselves to the mass. It would be easy to point out many who have com- 
posed " songs"— exquisitely perfect as poems— which few ever think of singing. They 
may be read with delight by those who can appreciate their superiority; but if they 
fail in touching the heart, they never make their way among a people. 
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THE GIPSIES' HAUNT. 



Why curls the blue smoke o'er the trees } 
What words are borne upon the breeze ? 
Some cottage in yon lonely glen 
Lies nestled from the eyes of men ; 
Unconsciously we've wandered near 
Some rural play-place, for I hear 
The sound in which my heart rejoices, — 
The melody of infJEint voices. 

Alas ! in that green nook we see 
No dwelling-place of industry ; 
No dame, intent on household cai'es. 
The neat but frugal meal prepares : 
Qq2 
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No sire, his labour o'er, will come 
To "brighten and to share her home ; 
No children from their mother learn 
An honest way their bread to earn. 

The gipsies, wild and wandering race. 
Are masters of the sylvan chase ; 
Beneath the boughs their tents tiiey nuse, 
Upon the turf their fiaggots blaze : 
In coarse profusion they prepare 
The feast obtained, — ^how, when, and where ? 
While swarthy forms, with clamour loud. 
Around the smoking cauldron crowd. 

Forth trips a laughing dark-eyed lass. 
To intercept us as we pass ; 
Upon your right hand let her look. 
And there she'll read, as in a book. 
Your future fortune ; and reveal 
The joy or woe you're doom'd to feel : 
Your course of love she will unfold. 
If you the picture dare behold ! 



THE FIRST GRBY HAIR. 



Thb matron at her mirror, with her hand upon her brow. 
Sits gazing on her lovely face, — ^aye, lovely even now ; 
Why doth she lean upon her hand with such a look of care ? 
Why steals that tear across her cheek ? she sees her first grey hair. 

Time from her form hath ta'en away but little of its grace ; 
His touch of thought hath digniHed the beauty of her face ; 
Yet she might mingle in the dance, where maidens gaily trip. 
So bright is still her hazel eye, so beautiful her lip. 

The faded form is often marked by sorrow more than years, — 
Tbe wrinkle on the cheek may be the course of secret tears ; 
The mournful lip may murmur of a love it ne*er confest. 
And the dimness of tiie eye betray a heart that cannot rest. 

But she hath been a happy wife : the lover of her youth 
May proudly claim the smile that pays the trial of his truth ; 
A sense of slight,— of loneliness, — ^hath never banished sleep : 
Her life hath been a cloudless one ; then wherefore doth she weep ? 
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She looked upon her raven locks* what thoughts did they recal ? 
Oh! not of nights when they were decked for banquet or for ball ; 
They brought back thoughts of early youth, e'er she had learnt to 

check. 
With artificial wreaths, the curls that sported o'er her neck. 

She seemed to feel her mother's hand pass lightly through her hair. 
And draw it from her brow, to leave a kiss of kbdness there ; 
She seemed to view her Other's smile, and feel the playful touch 
That sometimes feigned to steal away the curls she prized so much. 

And now she sees her first grey hair ! oh, deem it not a crime 
For her to weep, when she beholds the first footmark of Time ! 
She knows that, one by one, those mute mementos will increase. 
And steal youth, beauty, strength away, till life itself shall cease. 

'Tis not the tear of vanity for beauty on the wane ; 

Yet, though the blossom may not sigh to bud and bloom again — 

It cannot but remember, with a feeling of regret. 

The spring for ever gone, — the summer sun so nearly set. 

Ah, lady ! heed the monitor ! thy mirror tells thee truth ; 
Assume the matron's folded veil, resign the wreath of youth : 
Go ! bind it on thy daughter's brow, in her thou'lt still look ftiir — 
Twere well would all learn wisdom who behold the first grey hair ! 



THE NBOLBCTED CHILD. 

I NBVBR was a favourite, — 

My mother never smiled 
On me, with half the tenderness 

That blessed her fairer child : 
I've seen her kiss my sister's cheek. 

While fondled on her knee ; 
I've turned away, to hide my tears, — 

There was no kiss for me ! 

And yet I strove to please with all 

My little store of sense ; 
I strove to please, — and infancy 

Can rarely give offence : 
But when my artless efibrts met 

A cold, ungentle check, 
I did not dare to throw myself 

Jn tears upon her neck ! 
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How blessed are the beautifiil ! 

Love watches o'er their birth ; 
Oh, beauty ! in my nursery 

I learned to know thy worth : 
For even there I often felt 

Forsaken and forlorn ; 
And wished — ^for others wished it too — 

I never had been bom ! 

Fm sure T was afiectionate ; 

But in my sister's face 
There was a look of love, that claimed 

A smile or an embrace : 
But when I raised my lip to meet 

The pressure children prize. 
None knew the feelings of my heart, — 

They spoke not in my eyes. 

But, oh ! that heart too keenly fdt 

The anguish of neglect ; 
I saw my sister's lovely form 

With gems and roses decked : 
I did not covet Aem ; but oft. 

When wantonly reproved, 
I envied her the privilege 

Of being so beloved. 

But soon a time of triumph came, — 

A time of sorrow too ; 
For sickness o'er my sister's form 

Her venomed mantle threw : 
The features, once so beautiful. 

Now wore the hue of death ; 
And former friends shrank fearfully 

From her infectious breath. 

'Twas then, unwearied, day and night, 

I watched beside her bed ; 
And fearlessly upon my breast 

I pillowed her poor head. 
She lived ! — and loved me for my care,— 

My grief was at an end ; 
I was a lonely being once. 

But now I have a friend. 
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UPON THY TRUTH RXLYINO. 

Thbt say we are too young to love, — 

Too wild to be united ; 
In acorn they bid us both renounce 

The fond vows we have plighted. 
They send thee forth to see the world, 

TTiy love by absence trying : 
Then go ; for I can smile farewell, — 

Upon thy truth relying. 
I know that Pleasure's hand will throw 

Her silken nets about thee ; 
I know how lonesome I shall find 

The long, long days without thee. 
But in thy letters there'll be joy ; 

The reading, — ^the replying : 
rU kiss each word that's traced by thee, — 

Upon thy truth relying. 
When friends applaud thee. 111 sit by. 

In silent rapture gazing ; 
And, oh ! how proud of being loved 

By her they have been praising ! 
But should Detraction breathe thy name, 

The world's reproof defying : 
rd love thee,-— laud thee, — ^trust thee stiU,- 

Upon thy truth relying* 

E'en those who smile to see us part. 

Shall see us meet with wonder ; 
Such trials only make the heart 

That truly loves grow fonder. 
Our sorrows past shall be our pride. 

When with each other vying : 
Thou wilt confide in him, who lives 

Upon thy truth relying. 



OH SAY NOT 'TWBRB A KEENER BLOW. 

Oh say not 'twere a keener blow. 
To lose a child of riper years. 

You cannot know a father's woe — 
You cannot dry a father's tears ; 
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The girl who rears a sickly plant. 

Or cherislies a wounded dove, 
Will love them most while most they want 

The watchfulness of love ! 

Time most have changed that fair young brow, 

lime might have changed that spotless heart ; 
Years might have brought deceit, — ^but now 

In love's confiding dawn we part ! 
Ere pain and grief had sown decay. 

My babe is cradled in the tomb, — 
Like some fair blossom torn away 

In all its purest bloom. 
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